Subject: Griffins 


I've never been to a poetry event that had so little to do with po at's why 
it's so successful, another demonstration of what planet she's fi cessful 
at all. What are these standards of success she's talking about? 


Anyway, everyone, including me, was met at the door by a smiling server holding a tray of 
glasses of wine. No, wait, everyone was first met by a string of security guards and had to pass 
inspection. They herded us into this small waiting area where we were served wine and hors 
d'oeuvres for about an hour, until everyone was tired of not being able to move - wall to wall, we 
were, with TV cameras crawling around above the crowd. They wouldn't let us into the big area 
with tables and chairs. | stood around eating garlic shrimp for a while. The saddest thing was the 
only people 1 knew there were assholes and | didn't feel like chatting with assholes, so | hung out 
with the intern and with the pressmen. 


I sort of steered clear of Nicky, who had a serious agenda for the evening. On the day of he was 
planning how to eat so he could walk in there and down that first glass of scotch. For most of the 
time he had 3 or four drinks in his possession at one time. By the time | left he was totally 
plastered, as were most of the people there but | think Nicky won hands down, staggering around 
the dance floor to bad music, groping at bodies. It was perfect. 


During dinner | had a very nice conversation with Sheila Ней about Freud vs. Jung, [she was 
gulping very large tumblers of scotch throughout dinner - rather impressive to see actually, 
considering her size] and after dinner she bet Jason $20 that she would make out with Barbara 
Gowdy by the end of the evening. Somehow she won, but no one saw it. 


Alana made a cheer to coach house at one point and pointed out afterward to the group that | 
wasn't drinking: ‘oh - you're not tri 


ing 
| went outside and СОА Ает NIE ae 's husband Carl for a 


while, who is also a nice, interesting person. | also met this dweeb who is the new president of 
M&S who bummed a cigarette off me. Get that, heh? The fucking president of M&S bummed a 
cigarette off me at the Griffins. Too funny. He told me about what it was like to live in New York 
during 911. Carl and | watched people fall off the curb as they left. Every person that left kept 
falling off the curb. 


The awards ceremony was pretty simple - August Kleinzhamer won for the international - the only 
one of them who could write poetry. He gave this great speech about saving Coach House [CH 
published his first book in 1976] and told us all to resist the trappings of America. "Resist! Resist! 
Resist!" He got a standing ovation. When Anne Simpson won the Canadian there was stunned 
silence for about 10 seconds followed by a smattering of applause. | don't think anyone expected 
her to win at all. Di was almost crying when | talked to her after - | think she simply expected she 
would win too. Stan went up to Phyllis Webb afterward and told her that secretly we were glad Di 
had lost. Very tactful. Though | have to agree with him. If this award is not for the betterment of 
poetry then who oves ^ 0 who wins? The etd е House probably got a better speech 


uw AWWA Ke 50) tho 19) 

Anyway, as the evening 177) UM: more ©) d ON (555, of talking to drunks. Eventually 
everyone was dancing, [there's not a bunch of more uncoordinated folks in the room than a world 
full of publishers and media types.] and since | had no one to dance with, or anyone that i wanted 
to dance with, i said goodnight to Di and i left. Drove home feeling kind of stupid and bewildered. 


If | ever get invited again I’m not going. 
That's about it. 
Love jay 





david owen 


La Guerre, c’est moi! 


Non, no longpoem this time. And I thought, there’s heat lightning all 
over our alpha bits this morning. The phone wasn’t for you. We asked for 
a receipt earlier because we wanted proof that our meal could withstand 
a Western audit. Heard, you voted tory in the last federal election. I'm 
squatting right now in the middle of the poem, and if you leave your 
name and phone number I will be sure to get back to you as soon as 
possible. Maybe not this time. And I thought: ten dollars is a 
reasonable price to pay for breakfast with you, the mood lightening 
under the oppressive heat. Someone called about our high speed internet 
account while you were in the shower. I told them it would rain. 


Storms overhead, a rain of footsteps dances across the roof above us to 
the skylight. The archeology of the moment unfolds through the bolt. The 
fastener got wet outside. Our hands, when they finally touch invent a 
new technology, chemical designs in our sweat, a map revealed in the 
sounds and smells between our bodies: the universe listens. And I 
thought: I'd buy you a semi-detached home somewhere in the newly- 
developed neighbourhoods of this poem. Where there is water. Heard you 
didn’t vote in the last municipal election. Well, Romania wasn’t built 
in an arbitrarily defined period anyway. Anyway, period. 


jason christie 


dusk and a blue dust 
engulfs even promontories 
feel sunken 


marshall hryciuk 


interwoven 
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david fujino 


cereal poems 


the west window of my apartment 
apart from framing is framed 


I’m caught on the other side 
of 
the law 
the people moving 
to new countries? 
across parking lots 


from store-door-sedans 


(learning deficit 


financed 
Sunday shopping 
is good | 
for the spit 
eyes & ares 
sticks to your tongue 
shop till you drop 
dead, 
please 


* 


jeremy mcleod 


scratch 
& sniff: 


ash it 
ap oem 


* 


g, as т a glass 


g, as in the note 
g, as in zberg 

g, as in gernut 
g, as in givitis 

g, as in gerjar 

g, as in gerbread 
g, as in gerale 


gas 
in and 
tonic 


g, as in wake up 
& get drunk on the one 
you love 


jeremy mcleod 


July 22 


The Elvis sightings have begun. 


Love us for them. 
Tim Lilburn 


as he says, our craving 
makes us shine 
two words perplex upon 


rolling the hill up the truck 
is this anything we imagined 


dead trees, & printed 
material, & facts 


that dont add up 


the longer you know, the less 
you know for sure 


influence slips away 
in the house where she grows older 


sinking in the ground 


this this this this this 
stacking up 


shut up shut up shut up 


rob mclennan 


“Who wants to lose a tooth everyday?" 


Truculent seahorse, 

you got caught. 

Always waved in the wood box. 

Held in place by sand and its glare, 

its effect. A moving thing shakes the floor. Boy, 
it's an interview with dead flowers. 


Daisies they be, 
and so the water 
is the killer. 

It's impeccable. 


She's some forced songstress. 

She helped me not know which path 
is fake. | fell and the bike fell. 

A track opened, the past fell 

and streamed into the furrow. 


Slip a dream and wake the old days, 
a comfort for handsome slow dots. 
If you say so; 

if you say so. 


Being old time ain't natural. 

Who will come to grab the bucket? 
We'll not laugh again 

at the world's slipped history. 


alice burdick 


blue and green 


and blue and green and 
blue blue blue green and silver blue 
green blue and green and 
light like gold but not really like gold 
but blue + green and light and blue blue green 
what word to show 
the light and water moving 
but light 

blue 

green blue blue flashing green blue light 
and sky? 


karen sohen 


selectum 2 





derek beaulieu 


now language feels funded 
by how this did begin 

an idle quality to outline 

the need to read some 

thing we won't lose 

interest in the electric 

rock meditation of 

darkness and light 

with the same guilt 
decoration to the spine 
hardcore minimalist igneous 
platform for logical emotions 
brush with clocks or gods 
reasons not to say anything 
or at least anything easy 


jay millar 


rain hurling by the window 
pieces of veal 
stuck in my teeth 


marshall hryciuk 


"Jelly foot notion" 


Grip on down the highway, 

yellow jelly foot swings from the mirror. 

| see you're getting white, 

so dotted line, so median in ancient history. 


4 Kilometres down in the ocean 
deeper than all that fancy ice, 

the water is no museum. 

There's all that past we don't know. 


Under wealth explorer, 

playing the chimpanzee. 

It's music, a green square, 

an old age chicken: who cares? 


Pivotal shoplifters fill up the fenced compound, 
sniff up the poultry, in love 

with a specific purpose of magic. 

A bottle of ketchup transforms into hot sauce 
under the patient eyes of showmen, 

kicking out the old 

ice cream social. 


alice burdick 


remember the dead 


david fujino 





bluer than anywhere 
in all the sky 

like ocean maybe 
sunlit surface 

over deeper waters 


a butterfly wing 

in this oval pendant 

passed from mother to daughter 
to daughter 


having outlasted fire 

picked from the charred and ashes 
not consumed but blackened 

what was perhaps once a blouse 
fused 

to the silver chain 


with a sharp knife 
carefully 
working it free 


even after 

all the soot 

is washed away 
the blue less blue 
than memory 


karen sohen 


in the future manifesto 

the right now sun is awk 
words rattle sprak rather 
cloud cover silly guitar 
drum and whistle combo 
occasional pirated suffragette 
to the sound is water 
couldn't we be twenty five 
in а rock band some 

balance beam could imagine 
the stick knifed in 

or eggs of avant ages 

this species of cattail 

handle of zeros i'll hanker 

a leaf about the root 


jay millar 


Pablo Neruda Poster Poem 


Til one morning; 
everthing blazed 


One morning 
sprang out 
and devour 
the living; 
Since then, 
since then, 
and the gun 


Ever since 


hugh thomas 





pheap 


sketch for scrap 


nn но нн 


gustave тогіп 


"Nature at night is neat!" 


All day an order to repeal; 
keeping mellow. Money found me over 


out on the path where the shrubs grew rabid. 


If you knew the one who made it all go, 
you wouldn't avoid words. 

It would be your walk, too, 

or work on the eyes, a lash 

till it doesn't hurt. 


Firefly lies down, 

a light still going, 

but no moving after the wind, 
the motor, the wheels. 


alice burdick 
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jennifer books 


Peace March, February 2003 


there were years of information 

what do you say 

evidence to the contrary not available 
being a woman on your own 


on the CBC two nights ago 
a whole bunch of lies 

they took the pole away 
seriously temporary solution 


she wants to see the crowd 

should mean the entire process 

no view from the top that's right 
and that would be an interesting test 


one thing I did 

I know it's a little bit different 

the real terrorists on the other side 
isn't that justice gone wrong 


snow had fallen not taking sides 
and she was an invited guest 
someone could put out an eye 

I don't think I'm going to do it 


sidewalk now parade's over 
that means no one goes through 
I'll wait for you here 

funny how it thins out 


hugh thomas 


shafts of rain in the distance 
stone homes ancient and bereft 


marshall hryciuk 


THE GOLDEN DAYS OF HOCKEY ROSTERS 


Nothing calms the alpha waves like doing a new round 

of hockey rosters on a Sunday morning, and in our 

fine era, if one comes to a bind, just click on the internet 
for answers. Anaheim for instance, a rumpled pile 

of centres, underachieving superstars, upstart 

too small guys, and never really come through high draft 


picks, 
9 slots down the list, while on the wings, no nomore than 
2 or 3 consequential NHLers... so who 


is 4th line right wing? I know the prospects 

but the best of them has been wracking up 

7 goal 20 assist seasons in the minors, 

and are supposed to be scorers, 

so hardly the 4th liner, tie domi wade belak 
material. So I plugged in anaheim ducks 

depth chart and look: they've got about a 3rd 

of the players lined up at the wrong positions, 

and they haven't even got timo parssinen 

or jonathan hedstrom, the ducks two best 

right wing prospects. Back to poetry, early Beatles, 
and regrettably purchased potato salad. 

3.49 worth, and so dull. Fucking cook the potatoes, 
and what dismal mayo substitute is this? 

The red peppers have dissolved. 

Looks like Harveys. Poetry. 


Dominion. Never shop at Dominion. 


john barlow 


For E. P. С. 


the walls came up 
part of the facade 

on the way to 

a small Moorish town 


the top part 
modified the plans 
let's not 

locked door 


washing linens 
idea of the centre 
up from the river 
your name 


and here 

to prevent us 

the kings of Spain 
started to fall 


a kind of religious 
horseshoe shaped 
two generations 
all of us mostly 


you can see 
when Karen 

wasn't here 

did somebody tell you 


hugh thomas 


"Melody brand luncheon" 


There's no forcing 


the purchase. Land on edge. 


New plastic monuments. 


Engraved fly is not pushy. 
Slow haze burn out, 
waving flags mean ‘open’. 


Signs 

Robots 
Bounces 

Fun Foods 
Skydancers 
Games & more 


alice burdick 


These poems are to be 
"interleaved into the final bound 
copy of Martyr 7 &." -- bpNichol 


tveryone gells 
me what 
UM 


doing rong 


2 La 
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david owen 


Fascism, pop music and you 


1, 

Is there any difference between an amateur pursuit of cultural studies and a professional опе? What ‘qualifications’ 
are required in order to critically observe the culture that surrounds us each and every day? 1$ an ironic appreciation 
of said culture of benefit or of hindrance to such a pursuit? These and other questions will likely not be answered in 


the numbered paragraphs that follow. 


2. 

American Idol will hopefully not Бе remembered in fifty years. It may not even Бе remembered by the time these lines 
are published. Nonetheless, | am going to expend a few sentences оп the phenomena (American Idol and all those 
other ‘making of the band’ style programs) because it is clearly not a coincidence that they are occurring now, at this 
particular moment in history. Whatever else may be said of it, the origins of rock ‘п’ roll did possess a certain grass 
roots charm. Artists playing what they thought would rock and get the kids dancing. (I once read that there was а 
certain reciprocal energy to early rock ‘п’ roll shows, the band providing the energy of the music and the audience 













retuming that energyahd .) Of course then the record companies would come in and exploit 
the whole lot of the ever erican Idol is that: we, the corporation, are in charge now. You 
don't choose the musi are 25 ercto-ntil we've pre-selected the candidates. You don't choose the 


songs you "re going to sir e you'll sing. If we had our way never again would any musical artist 
‚ express any progressive Political opinion and all musical artists would produce nothing other than glorified 
commercial jingles for the status quo. 


3. 

They take the open, natural curiosity of the young and fill it with shit pop songs, processed sugar and product 
placement cartoons so that there's no room left in the developing mind for anything else to flourish. Miraculously, 
some individuals still manage to think for themselves. Even more astonishingly, said individuals are only able to 
make the slightest dent in the way things are. 


4. 

This was the year the Outkast album broke. The single 'Hey Ya’ (probably the best thing to happen to pop music 
since ‘Smells Like Teen Spirit’) could be heard in every supermarket and chain shoe store available. Like most 
songs in this position it made the effortless transition from being inspired to being irritating. The phrases: ‘I'm your 
neighbour, give me some sugar.’ and ‘Shake it like a poloroid picture’ could frequently be heard with alternating 
intonations of irony and sincerity in the conversations of young people everywhere. It was a popular song | could 
openly admit to liking and not feel completely corrupt and stupid, which is only to say that it managed to embody a 
certain level of eccentric integrity. It was a song about being promiscuous. 


í TREL. a (OGLE 
Adorno was a AY) to r culture, е еыКиге industry’ as he preferred to call it 


since his point was that its appeal was generated by an industry rather then by anything resembling the populace. 
Adorno clearly preferred high modernism and more specifically the compositions of Arnold Schénberg. Adorno would 
have not like the song ‘Hey Ya’ just as he did not like the big band jazz of his day. Адото was probably not a racist 
but to the best of my knowledge he never questioned the implicit cultural assumptions that led him to prefer music 
created by white European males over music which has its origins in other cultures and whose most prominent 
historical figures are people of colour. People in a certain cultural milieu often make accusations of this nature and 
when they do so | find myself quietly wondering: just how constructive is this? But there is unquestionably something 
to it. 


6. 
At the very least, sp = G fis &stion of race. Music pioneered by blacks, ripped off by 
whites, on and oi d) zn Mcr бу accurate. 


he 
Music will always be relevant. Discourses such as ‘the death of painting’ or ‘the end of the поме!" will, for whatever 


reason, never apply to music. 


8. 

If | were a fascist in today’s rapidly changing world, and | believe honestly that | am not, | think the first thing | would 
do is befriend the popular singers of my day. There is no better cover and no better platform. Far more insidious and 
subliminal then even Hollywood. 


9. 

Fassbinder once said that all of his work was really about ‘the crypto-fascism of everyday life.’ By this | believe he 
meant that there are always implicit power relationships between people and in these power relationships we often 
exhibit eat py os (44% MAP 6 [ер edas fascist. People will side with power against weakness. They will form 
cliques and use i NED dis as амМеар ra) ainst those who are excluded. They will fight for the status quo and 
against change. They will lové the songs they love and consider the songs they do not love simply bad. They will 
refuse to question the underlying principles beneath their actions. And yet we must still find it in our hearts to love 
them regardless. Things will never completely change. 









jacob wren 





david owen 


forest like a woman on a horse 
bolting over earth 

mane of cedar bark blowing back 
windy river 

hoof printed indent 


by the water 
(ungular) 


~ ~ ~ 


how many ways 

earth and water converge 

each with their sounds 
and remain 

earth and water 


converge and remain 
in the mix of things 


“Oh let me count the ways’ 
light strikes your body so 


‘bright and shining’ 
in this autumn amber 


of river, of forest 
you are the bloom 


kemeny babineau 


Highway Pentecostal Assembly 


Sure we like cotton. 

It breathes like a mammal. No open, 

we close back in five. Play something 

that greets the chime: battle of the welcomes. 


Slowpoke designation; that’s where 
you should stop. Standing out of fences. 
Remember how she couldn’t hear? 


Serious unlike the popular, 
humour unlike the popular, 
no gravity to worry about. 


Tragic dawdling. The fear of muscles 
dancing to no feet. Dangerous 
cretins make long shirts that shadow 
fresh bellies. Squash the cigarette 
into the historical gutter. 


alice burdick 


arrows line 

the side 

flung by the centimeter 
move along move 


samuel andreyey 


MARY IS THE MERRY ONE 


Do you go to many parties? 

We joined a party of hunters. 

It pays to be particular in choosing a friend. 
Sally is my particular friend. 


The frog leaped into the pond. 

The soldier has a four-day leave. 
Professor Smythe is a learned man. 
Who is the leader of this group? 


The present is an age of jet travel 

How many presents did you get? 

We preserved some science specimens in alcohol. 
What a preposterous story! 


The troops will gather, then attack. 
The students gathered the books. 
There are many kinds of games. 
The hockey player has a game leg. 


May we buy a miniature poodle? 

The rescue was a miracle. 

Магу is the merry one, but Sally is the merriest of all. 
A mighty shove released the stone. 


Frankenstein wore a hideous mask. 
The robbery was a hoax. 

No girl wishes to be homely. 

A hobo does not work. 


A wet puppy is a pitiful sight. 

It’s fun to play in a pile of leaves. 
Who is the pitcher for the senior team? 
Where is the milk pitcher? 


Rotten vegetables emit offensive odours. 
What an odd way to build a house! 

Old people like company. 

Offer him some money. 


The rough actions of some people are unnecessary. 


His singing roused the whole family. 
Dinner was served in a royal manner. 


stuart ross 


The nurse rubbed my sore arm. 


The science talk was about amphibians. 


Kate has a talent for drawing. 


The swollen river overflowed its banks. 


That’s a swell idea! 


Astronauts have adventures in space. 
Father advised me to stay in school. 
The whole sky was aglow at sunset. 


Opening night will be a splendid affair. 


Stuart ross 


‘pathway to the river’ a sign we read, read 
‘pathway to the bridge’ where we have stood 
by the railing 
on the bridge 
at the edge 


of the wood 
cuneiform limbs 
of oak in ancient sky 


alphabetical tangle 
of rootshag 


[hanging over 
speaking river 
talks the earth 
into sea 
I say we should 
in surteptitious night 
down to water by the mill 
cedar plank and stone 


groaning in the wind 


kemeny babineau 





david owen 


not entirely red 


lettish housed curiously 
in a letter by night 

with shrapnel's key 
inspissated 


boiling along in the sled 
until automatic 
nods incline 


The other day 
a plaster cast comes 
to ruins 


samuel andreyev 


The expression of paralysed wonder 


One thing I’ve learned is to forget 
that people don’t like to be watched. 
Our blind sides are so huge. 


It’s a joke that forces patrons 

to revolt, to bolt right out the tunnel 
into the free sun or rain. Look out 

at the clouds, and point at small wood. 


Don’t bleed into the guest book; 
but the carpet’s new 
and I think absorbent. 


James Dean waste truck 
with phone number. 
Art goes out like pizza. 


We mouth we forget how, 
mistaken for the image. 

We walk in the storm 

as the moaner goes on. 

That’s a huge cocktail peanut! 


It don’t help none to breathe 
like a bird in the hot foliage. 

It feels like a big greasy bucket, 
and this is my fear. 


Now is that African music? 
I'll tell you why. 

Wherever I go, 

there's African music. 


alice burdick 


the english 


but no stretched version also, the leather mold/impression i 
prefer not. 

we count the subliminals blood seems these days to hold 
most folks 

whether the envelopes are going out next week or that is 
the mix-up 

i responded before to your note but here is another. now the 
converse. 

the sterile green of 19th century denunciate the aims of 
urban renewal 

in lump sum horse and halter. 


david fujino 
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david owen 


Wolf Poem 


Everything happened at night at the wolf factory. Where the grind of 

the machines was impassive silence. The way they moved about what 
they did. I carved a sentence out of metal. With your name and the words 
leaving at the time of night. This drew some looks form the wolves but 
they kept there distance and everyone got along fine. 


Ра only been there since you left. It was like a film about the even ing 
news. When you came back and everyone was sitting in the factory living 
room watching t.v. An uneasy reunion but I gave you the sentence I made. 
You put it into the empty suitcase you were carrying. You’d only gotten 


as far as the airport. 


kyle buckley 


what i think doesn't matter 


but for moving 
cinders on the stairs 
from basic 

jets flat going 


a fair ring 


in arc's corner 
is this paper busted 


samuel andreyev 


Possible Dialog For A Future Detective Novel 


“He behaved badly. And then | behaved badly. And now it’s done.” 


“You think you're tough. You're not tough. | could pull out my dick and poke 
out your eye. That’s how tough you are to me. Hit me again.” 


“To be perfectly honest, what you’re saying really just makes me want to cry.” 


“| have pretended for too long that everything is fine.” 


jacob wren 


WHAT’S IMPORTANT NOW 


A wall stops me! 

I can get most of the front of me 
against it. It feels good on me. 
The wall is cool and ungiving. 
I turn parts of me sideways, 
like my head and my feet 

and more of me gets 

against the wall. I can hear 
me breathing. My eyelids 
clang shut like prison doors. 
The downside is: 

things go undone. Bills 
accumulate, my children 

lack a role model, the grass 
gets real long. Also, 

my hair. The president 

drives a wedge between 

those not against the wall 

and those — me — who are. 

I become cynical about 

the democratic system. 

The newspapers 

call me “a long hair” but I think 
they mean “a long-hair.” The things 
I did before the wall, these 
seem like the doings 

of another person. 

What’s important now 

is more of me getting 

against the wall. In this 

I shall be resolute. 


stuart ross 








gustave тогіп 


Town and Country: Now and Then 


In enormous houses 
practically, at sea in them 


[like a box 


our parlours empty 


Front 
entry at home 
in vacancy 


Will weathers change- 
take its toll? roll us out 
on deck 


Will the land ( (that rings us)) 


give us back 
such legs? 


kemeny babineau 


Town and Country: Now and Then 


In enormous houses 
practically, at sea in them 


[like a box 


our parlours empty 


Front 
entry at home 
in vacancy 


Will weathers change- 
take its toll? roll us out 
on deck 


Will the land ( (that rings us)) 


give us back 
such legs? 


kemeny babineau 





gustave morin 


iqua 


iqua 

i'm leaving on 
thirty golden steps 
in the wind's own 
clothes 


nonsuch about smoking 
in ruins oer 

the hoop 

at summer, 

iqua 


samuel andreyev 


Two Science Fiction Ideas. 


1. 

An older scientist invents a ray gun that, when fired at a person, makes that 
person relaxed, contented and truly happy. He is hopeful that his invention 
will solve many of the world’s problems and even when it is stolen from him 
by representatives of the military-industrial complex he is relatively unworried 
because, after all, how much damage can they do inflicting genuine 
happiness of the armies of the enemy. Several years later there is a war of 
significant proportions. The army that had stolen the scientist's invention 
aimed it at the enemy soldiers and, the moment they became happy and 
contented, rapidly slaughtered them all. 


2. 

A young scientist invents telepathy. And it’s contagious. It is not long before 
most people in the world can read each other’s minds. Certain Luddite sects 
quarantine themselves off in order to preserve the traditions of pre-telepathic 
life, while in society-at-large the rate of murder and suicide rapidly increases 
as people impetuously react — both aggressively and passively — to what 
others actually think of them. After many years, and a slight yet still significant 
decrease in the worldwide population, things finally calm down as people 
learn to control their thoughts. The element of surprise has been lost. 


jacob wren 
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Lonely avenue 


We hold our cards 

like vintage cars or pickups. 

The beauty is inescapable 

so there’s no use trying. 

Even the mist comes down 

like sound to the old bush pilot, 

his ears fitted with contraptions. 
We've got cards and ears 

and no mistaking the wood for lumber, 
the trees for smoke. 


alice burdick 

















david owen 


gyps of rock rip off 
miniature numerology 
ancient swarths an ode 
to sober myth-goalies 
sheer escarpment carpet 
from here to calling wood 
dad - can i eat this lang-po? 
the sharpest moment of obvious 
giggles in the calf-length 
severe relevant stand-ins 
you should have asked 
before rising through the ranks 
of the outsiders to ask 
what does a mirror do 
flocks ghost-words upon 


jay millar 


While I was not at the speakeasy I have to contribute what I feel others 

won't say: I have begun to despise the term gift economy. People 

consistently confuse a gift economy with an exchangist economy, which is 
essentially just a market economy without monetary measures. A gift economy 
has to consist in giving in excess. It is not a gift to exchange chapbooks 

among the few who are already within the sphere of education that a book 
requires, because nothing is given at all, it is a null market. This is like 

chess masters giving each other lessons and claiming that they participate 

in a gift economy. While it is true that there is an ecstasy in this sort of 
exchange, it still fails to be a gift economy. You are giving the tiny bit 

of leisure time that you spent putting the book together, researching, 

writing, etc. You are expecting an equivalent return from the community, so 
very little value is created. In a gift economy you give something 

in excess, more than you should be able to afford, expecting more back 
indeterminately. Does the small press economy have anything to do with this? 
It's hard to visualize the atrophied, commodity fetish of 

the chapbook, which fails to support anyone economically, as a form of potlatch. 
It is usually it's opposite, a very minor barter system. 


When we describe the small-press as a gift economy all we do is further 

solidify the separation of intellectual labour and physical labour, and 

within that further suppress a certain non-utilitarian intellectual labour in relation to 
repetitive intellectual labour, measured in time and defined expertise. We 

begin to feel that we don't need to be pragmatically rewarded by our 

economic system because we participate in a new one that exceeds it. 

And yet we all spend most of our time at the service of something else. 


This results in an extreme idealization of the work being done, a religiosity sets in among 
some because the work is visualized as being divorced from physical labour and paid 
work. 


While art has throughout history evaded the regular market economy because value, 
and even labour value, in excess of monetary measurement was put in 

to it, the small press economy is idealized because virtually no labour is 

spent on it. We see it as IDEALLY valuable because we have lost other ways 

of measuring it. This just supports the basicacly artificial distinctions that allow our 
economy to fail us. Don't confuse a hobby, or even worse, a market, for a 

potlatch. Just a few words of warning. 


excuse spelling 


jesse huisken 


A Buzzing Spray (A selection from Stick It in the Thicket) 


This sudden tree. This popular socket, clear-haired along the periphery 
where clouds are the loudest. The sun smothers another lake with its black 
glow. Ensnared underwater sex, and bulbous flotillas of standoffish canoes 
(which often double in dreams as happily invading starships). 

Here is where you took me to flounder lakewise, but instead we sit 
shooting skeet on docks made of purple rubber. Ants the size of small 
insects eat our lunch. 


steve venright 


text sculpture 





andrew topel 





jim leftwich 


clouded sky 


occasionally someone 
clouded sky dancing 
all count free 


missing til winter 
monday clouded sky 
never meant better 


winter came counting 
clouded sky brighter 
i meant thank 


can't catch monday 


someone clouded sky 
who am later 


meaning what missing 
clouded sky never 
thank til free 


hugh thomas 


Something in the garbage 
a cardinal’s whistle 
as the light begins 


marshall hryciuk 


Isolated Ritual, Resuscitate Upon Leaving 
My Heart Trunus Arteriosus Runs Her Stockings 


external carotid artery supplies blood to the roof 
rite of her mouth, 
butterfly ballroom boiler makers 


supplies summer blood to the frog’s tongue, 
eloquence stored in the gee-gee of each flower 


his madreams in her coffee he 
fish 
buried with her maiden unpaired sailor 


basilar artery witch supplies blood 
to her spinal column 

each aortic arch gives upon 

erotic leaf fingers leaf webs 


brink å October 
uneasy burning young dawn transforms 
owls to crows 
and rooks mob her honeyed carrots 
buzzing short, soft ocean 


skeleton non existent memory sun-o-night 
bossom blown sink of failing dishes 
sink of flat ware and worms 
glasses, hexagonize stone 
sink cells 
separated by thin partitions of love 
by bees for the funeral reception 
of honey and their eggs 


michael basinski 


A Buzzing Spray (A selection from Stick It in the Thicket) 


Raw nines are coming up spoiled. We see maps of Hell in lucent furs, with 
lines tangled around our indemnities. Catching fish with brassieres, 
trolling on lakes which are "the counterfeit of death". I look up at Mars 
and scream, for I shall inhabit the universe and my soul is a radiant pig 
that lives on without me, going where ГА never go. Think of orchards 

the orchards of flesh to calm yourself down. 


steve venright 


Following Poem 


gradualy yourself 


when it was intelegent 
sinking to read 
repulsed 


passing 


if everyone 


-could write normaly 


chanellized 


freedom vapid 


insecure where 


history circulate 
pristine sour 


doing these 


things less 


jesse huisken 


text sculpture 





andrew topel 


I've just come across a series of 
aluminium woodcocks in a manic form. 
From earth — my lord the falcon sentence 
alliterates. I acknowledge the fake noble 
structure. The lecture phantom. 

Easel beside this is tinny painting of a 
falcon eating by a aluminium woodcock 
- it seems the peoples of the crafts whose 
invention was opposites bird a 
depository with ease. 

Still, the phantom letters to imaginary 
now. 





david owen 
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A Buzzing Spray (A selection from Stick It in the Thicket) 


Gland spirits drifting through rooms, sunlit in the extreme. Veiny roots 
encased in clear ice. Dots inside stripes on tabletops and airwaves, causing 
bitter disputes. The luxury’s to not die. There will always be pure 
omnielectric landscapes wherein to dissolve. 


The panther-lady rides a greyhound on a stucco plane that extends beyond 
my childhood. I fell asleep one day on the bus and dreamt she stumbled 
down a well. When I awoke she was sitting beside me staring fictitiously at 
my eyes with her massive sharp teeth bared. I want to go home. Now. 


steve venright 





jim leftwich 


finger Margaret 


gulls 

wheeling our wake 
spill 

from the props 

a spatter 

of fuss 

you miss 

combing tremors 


from her neck 


art 


agustan gobblets 


sentence fragments calculate ancient pedigrees. 
what’s bread in the pen’s meat on the table. 


а cash advance for a novel idea. 
a high time for a low thought. 


publish or parrish? 
trick or trope? 


sod 
sot 


jeremy mcleod 


agustan gobblets 


sentence fragments calculate ancient pedigrees. 
what’s bread in the pen’s meat on the table. 


а cash advance for a novel idea. 
a high time for a low thought. 


publish or parrish? 
trick or trope? 


sod 
sot 


jeremy mcleod 


wipe 
the dust from the knife 
cut 


jennifer books 


Cold Center 


simple your 
regular 
unending 


metal 


lightning as it snows 
cliché 


leisure excel 


cold sensitive 
transmitted 
unevenly 
intermittently 
leisure excel 


humorous snow 


cool every 
time 
each time 


cold 


jesse huisken 


Essai un Rimbaud 


Assez vu. 
Sit down, shut up 
and wait your turn 


Assez vu. Assail the views 
Of your critics. Spur them 
into critical conditions. 


Assez vu. I’ve seen enough too. 
Now let virtual vomit 
Sob from my corneae. 


Assez vu. Then try try 
again. Again. And if at first 
you don’t, punch your vowels 


down the buggers’ 
eyeballs. Fed enough? 
Drunk enough? 


Assez gout? Enough received? 
Heard and smelt enough? Felt? 
Ass on view 


Everywhere. Progress in cheek 
Ware. The appalling 
Fleas of the masses. 


Mounds of fleece 
And circumference of felicitations 
escape the valise of my fleeing. 


Fleeced enough? Obscene enough? 


Sit down. Shut up. 
You'll do. 


marshall hryciuk 





jason christie 


sound: az ownd 


a hymn 
sounded 
a key 
sounded 
a note 


sounded like 
a sound like 
a noise 


a like 
that sounded like 
alike 


like a 
note 

like a 
sound 


like a 
note 
like a 
key 


like a 
hymn 
like a 
sound 


alike 
sounded a 
sound sound 


alike as ound 

as ound as sound 
as like as ound 
as like as owned 
as like as zoned 
as like as boned 


jeremy mcleod 
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LACK LYRIC IT 


If you squeeze them hard 
enough a book by James 
Joyce comes out. Do you 
have any books about aspirin? 
Anything on John Lennon of 
about Hitler? I’m looking for 
books on how to kill 

yourself. Do you have a 
fantasy section? Where can I 
find books about “Му Soul?” 


Look at that — how it 

hangs there, cool and wistful, 

like a hinged bird faced 

with wind and chains. I 

don’t understand. I mean, the 
triumph of collective enterprise has 
something to do with tiny 

marks left on the bones 

of grazing animals who have 

read the complete works of 


the Modernists. Doesn’t it? Apparently, 
the Standardists have not been 

met, let alone maintained, and 

you must take them out 

from under the beaters to 

extract their meaning. Fling thyself 

a new bunghole and pour 

forth the sweet meditation. You 

must dig deeply, and if 

you dig deep enough you 


will discover a level of 

molecular individualism pure enough to 
mock formal socialism. Or, a 

rat’s ass is a safe 

enough place for an ideal 

to hide. Your books, I’m 

afraid, are worthless, but think 

of the countless hours you 

wasted gaining knowledge and power 
from them. Metaphysical lust is 


a gift of the mind. 

None of your ancestors died 

celibate ~ what makes you so 

special? Just thinking about Actualism 
makes me want to get 

up and announce ‘I am 

not about to get up.” 

And I return to this 

state of evocative invisibility. No, 


I actually disappear, moron. Completely. 





Can't you see? My sense 

of Humourism has been thwarted. 
I really want to know 

what happens to the elderly, 

but at the same time 

I can wait. Mostly, I 

don't want to die. Is that 

selfish? Oh well, at least 

it's got some fruit in it. 

‘Hello, I’m looking for a 


mummy. Àn Aztec mummy. Have 
you got one? No, that 

won't do — I had my 

heart set on an Aztec mummy. 
Goodbye.’ 1 go out to 

tinker with my new poetry. 

The phone rings again. I 

go back in. It’s the 

Realists. They say I have 

three lines to explain the 


deep stark harsh terror burrow 

in our emotional language version. 
Damn those Realists a slow 
agonizing life that eventually ends 
in rewardless death. We formulated 
at a young age this 

head for commerce and music, 

and now we proudly display 

a machine for the addition 

of time and space that’s 


always too distracted to write. 
What should we do with 

the Objectivists pounding on the 
back door all day? Violins 

and chickens. Bugspray. A cool 
stream of ant juice and 

yellow cows. I’ve got them 
fenced in amongst the small 
yappy dogs. Take a look. 

In all seriousness, crystals of 


wacky align the pathway to 

my heart. Deep green lull tombs 
for the long gone cheerful 

hours of youth that wind 

their way toward the linguist 
propositioning his love for you. 
He says ‘stop it with 

the little television invasion.’ Relax. 
It’s not as though you 

have to move out tomorrow. 


jay millar 


MORE CAPTIONS FOR THE DEAF 


Douglas: (Barbour) 
the confluence: 

the prints finally come back, the print suddenly goes on 
the back, the night's day settles in to dry the letters closed in interleaves & i settle 
sitting in bed with an open letter to Hunter S. Thompson from you, sleep, sit up, 
get up, sit down, shit brown & Ottawa X-PRESSes of Terry Gilliam’s new one on 
this same Thompson & one would want to express enthusiasm (& even does) but 
it all just gets tainted by paranoia whenever it gets taunted by a camera (as if the 
singular would ever be probable) & no wonder but we wander around anyway & 
take it all in, splooting it back out again in chunks & by then the ink was dry so it 
could go its way (ie “their”) there to you (ie “you”) so i sure do hope you get it ! 

cheers!!! 


Stephen: (Scobie) 
many references to Nichol’s GhostS 2 later, i still can’t figure how to 
stack them such to bring out what i know is in there that could be brought to bear 
on all this even accounting for the massive contextual fluxthrust but there’s 
probably more than enough industry anyway between the B & the P to displace 
the eyesmack in the centre, photonic poof catching caught Is, ours at any rate 
similar to remstate plucked & determined, remote, asymptote, seeing this but 
looking at that, the beak of a hat, beards, glasses (Judith forgot to bring her suit); 
all that concrete & not even floored! cheers!!! 


Judith: (Hoffberg) 
here we all are politely disinclined to be interested enough to stop 

watching someone assembling a puzzle & talk instead, precious caprice whisked 
down the stares & scribbled, embibbled, an empath armed with crayons dribbling 
dirt & nibbling nails, anxious the vision be individually uniform in its oddened 
eyes; why, is it so aweful sharing the shredded gestures, an abstructed ploop on 
the floor & wall & air & where’s the umbrella when you really need one but in the 
mall where it all (be)longs to be, “perfumeral”. cheers!!! 


(initiated as somewhat longish captions to copies 5, 4 & 6 (respectively) of my Asleep? Look Up! (Minor 
Moments In Canadian Literature vol. 2 #8, Ottawa, jan98) a group portrait of Barbour, Bob Cobbing, Paul 
Dutton, Hoffberg, Marvin Sackner & Scobie, distractedly witnessing a performance at EyeRhymes in 
Edmonton, 1997; irrelevant, perhaps, but what the fuck) 


jweurry 





andrew topel 


Three Poems from One Hundred and Fifty-Four Songs for Shapeshifters 


XXIV. 


this imperfect hand’s 
heart is a fear of witness 
take care of death 
that perfect painter 


XLIX. 


why to love 
an utmost sum 
a worth needle 
unthreaded braiding 
fantasy so you 
may unseen in true light 
the ugly gravity 
of my body 


CVI. 


you are often 
what you are 
not a preaching 
of birds flitting 
as cradle speech 
your lamp light 
bed side or a phrase 
slipped upon in a stumble 
field firing wicked 
insects chitinous 
perfect or a color 
incongruity brightly 
striding in conscious 
graceful swing 
as if things cannot 
know themselves 
and the rain 
must have you 
even if I cannot 


Ben Lyle Bedard 
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gustave morin 


Floating Revery 
for AndrewSuknaski 


eve 


kemeny babineau 








marshall hryciuk 





jim leftwich 


Rock `п? Roll 


iam familiar with this one —blue milkcrate full of suicide notes, 
bungee-corded to the back fender, artificially white corkscrew curls 
bouncing in his wake like rogue coffin springs. there is always 

the clinking of wineglasses mingled to Electric Eye, entranced by 

the old electric drip coffee pot with the box of paper filters beside it. 
hangnails peeled off, we pile our squealing bodies up against the 

door so he can’t get out. he pushes and screams until the indiscipline 
of a centipede has us all falling. two buttons pop from his jeans and 

i find his merkin scaled in my small hand. looking away is the same 

as looking, as his mouth in place of laughter swallows it like the way 
strange beauty has of turning up seconds before it leaves. he moves 
like a liquid sail, his pinkie aloft while drinking an expensive bottle 

of water. his song is not done, perhaps never will be done. yet, as if 

it is already at the top of the charts, we practice screaming together to 
the bathroom mirror. stalagmites of sleeplessness cling to our eyes. 

a blonde girl idles her mouth like a seedy-looking cobra around his knees. 
another girl produces raised eyebrows, the only social reflex that comes, 
as she pulls out another nudie photo stuffed in the belly of a ceramic 
Loch Ness monster. the guitar solo scrambles, as i lift his hair out of 
his eyes. he responds drowsily, raising and lowering his arms in a 
mechanical dance. he freezes and turns, seeming to stand on a rotating 
platform, excited that crumbled bay leaves scattered across the 
windowsill will deter ants. the broken record loops backward says, 

“Т asked her for a peppermint-t-t/I asked her to get one.” a muscled 
lady in a tracksuit enters, lugging a green-tarnished bust of Chekhov 
that she picked from a bush, hurriedly tangled in several panties. 

it becomes clear there is no music and we’re scrunched into a painful 
shape on the couch, elephant-deity etched in to our bulk. someone 
slaps his rear to egg on his laughing. the blonde lets her hand sketch 
out something indecisive to me, between a hug and a double dare. 

the music gets louder, the lights begin to flash in turn for a split second, 
and I'm held in place against blurring by his swiftly retreating fingers. 
he struggles over to the low wooden stage piled with the black boxes 
of loudspeakers. the song starts up again and he hums, “Hey, look, Ma, 
my chair’s broken.” he turns to the bed, judged too high to climb up 
on by means of a three-step wood ladder. sleeping on the couch, 

we watch his sprouting beard swarm below his Adam's apple, 

joining the ringlets rising up from his chest, realizing our hit list is 

in the ghostly atmospheric surf of his breath, meeting our roomy stare. 


“Electric Eye” is a song that appeared in Judas Priest’s first platinum album, Screaming for Vengeance, that evokes a modern 
technological environment of high-tech energy and surveillance, perceived by some to be endangering to listeners. 

The reversed lyrics on Judas Priest’s Stained Class Album, scoured for Satanic messages came out, with 
humorous results. The lead singer Rob Halford reversed, “They won’t take our love away” with “Hey 
look, Ma, my chair’s broken.” The last Satanic discovery in the line “Stand by for exciter/Salvation is his 
task,” came out backward as “1-1-1 as-asked her for a peppermin-t-t/I asked her to get one.” These lyrics 
were unveiled in a court situation, whereby everybody laughed at these subliminal "Satanic" messages. 


louise bak 


Merlot 
Satie 
Miso 
Salvia 
mumbling 
Silly 


muffin 


mark Connery 


epist- 


| shlepped this leather post-vacancy chuck w/ ripe old yellow legal 
pads all the way up this green brown hill in ant- 

icipation of your USING 

it but no 


it sat just like a sculpture no one bid on 
somewhere where the bidding's often 
lively | 


what did | learn from this 


nothing 
| would 
care to 
tell you 


| went upstairs just then to reinvent something 
based upon the new book I'm not reading 


is it Tuesday yet 

the stars are there 

they are just hidden 

behind fattish clouds 

you really ought to preach to me 
less often than you do 

it's like an overgrown lovenest in here 
dominion follows opulence 

I'll call you when I'm back in town 
and in the meantime 

caress something you'd like to 


live to be 
when уои... 


sheila e. murphy 
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for nelson ball 
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kemeny babineau 


for nelson ball 
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kemeny babineau 
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Rue the day we saw the ghost. Starting 
over and over again. Consider this a 
request, not a situation like yesterday's. 


Blue gold. At the bottom of things. 
Below it all. 


mark connery 


Asleep? Look Up! 





jWCUITY 


tapped wide open 


careful as if 

unlike a stone one 
skips across stream 
dancelike hastening 
quick stepped to mark 
the liquid field 

as if thought 

changed then 


now hear the rain 

my rain be towned with 
where cement meets lawn 
and where the windows 
brace stucco and hold 
together 


lasting things are tapped 
wide open when the act 

of melting shifts the 

table as reporters 

take news to the airwaves 
packaging and making 
equal one and one and one 


sheila e. murphy 


LACK LYRIC УШ 


The maps I’ve seen so 

far have failed to display 

the weather, so it’s difficult 

at times to fully grasp 

a style required for travel. 

Oh crap, I seem to 

have lost my edges. Have 

you seen them? Life is 

an uncomplicated mess. And no 
matter how good your poems 


are they will always be 
outsmarted by the latest version 
of song that floats out 

of the radio soliloquy. I 

wanted to mention that it 

could be meaningful somehow to 
stare opaquely at the brilliant 
yellow fire hydrant and listen 

to Heart of Gold as 

the sun sets. But even 


this mode of protest is 

outdated. Here, hold this spongy 
culture drone, or try to, 

before it escapes with your 

soul concept. I know, I 

know, they retrieve them for 
those more powerful to play 
with for a while before 

they eat them. Get that 

lifestyle enhancer away from me! 


How long do you think 

it will be before we’re 

all working for a tape 

recorder with something labelled ‘boss 
playing on it — a few rude 

remarks that we can either 

take personally or to the 

bank? Two, maybe three years? 

Dear Stupid Fuckers, hello. When 

you are finished being stupid 


> 


fuckers, drop me a line. 

We'll go on a picnic, 

hang out in a field under 

the blue sunshine with our 
families, touch the grass, smell 
the flowers, swing in the 

trees, forage for entropy and 
taste dirt — these are the 

things we should get to 


know better than we 


know ourselves. Don’t you think? 
What do you mean you’ve 

got more important things to 

do? Of course it isn’t 

proactive -- and in all seriousness 
things are only perceived as 

such because you choose to. 

You Stupid Fuckers. I’m beginning 
to think I’m overqualified for 
placement in your ego structure. 


Who cares if the havoc 

you suspend between me and 

my happiness is greater than 

the sum of my entire 

emotional mega city and the 

fragile bones of desire I 

put on to get your 

attention in the first place? 

Well, I do. And I’ve 

written senseless transmissions on them 


to explain myself. They’re in 
fairly plain English, as you 

can see, nothing fancy, though 

I do throw ina 

little flair once in a 

while so no one will 

pass out on the way 

to the stunning conclusion barge. 
Just kidding. I’ve fooled you 

all into believing I have 


the personality of a mouse. 

Which means I’m always on 

the move, and I’m always 

terrified of every single perception 
of movement. And if you 

won't stand still, I won't 

bother to pull the trigger. 

Pretty dull if you ask. 

So, would anyone else care 

to elaborate upon the nameless 


forces that always seem to 
crowd in on the radical 
simplicity hung round your neck 
like spastic ideals you're never 
quite prepared to express? I 
didn’t think so. Quickly, then, 
let’s get into our coveralls 

of dumbass and obvious. Time 
for a little bombast affection 
and grubs, I'll go first. 


jay millar 
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david owen 


А1ауа 


our ears learn to hear love in the figure, rushing upward over 
the moonlit rocky slope, covering the first two. there is no 
time to feel frightened. she falls silent, but we can sense 

she is somewhere close by, and this bothers us a lot more than 
the structure of the one hundredth take. she suddenly looms 
up and hurtles past, sending a wave of cold air over us. we can 
understand what she has in mind in the metaphorical sense, 
but it isn’t clear what use all the metaphors are when a ghost 
with no interest in us is chasing us, knowing we can't avoid 
being touched. 


the lines between the cast are not private, they're the same as 
as the cinematic ground we cross again. he embraces her, the 
brush of his fluttering eyelashes crosses her left shoulder as 
if to stitch her broken skin. he glimpses at his worried hands, 
rotating the dying creature on raised boulders so that she 
might present the camera with a better angle. she expects his 
palms to hesitate, to waver to her need to steady them. he 
repeats his rhythm, lowering his face into hers in a passionate 
kiss that battles over her body, as her immortal face turns to 
us, impassive. 


in the next take, he strokes her cheek, painted the color of 
unhealthy off-season raspberries, but her eyes open terribly, 
so out of character that he assumes it must be impertinent 
showing off. she gets color in her cheeks, coming to life like 
a gymnast, balancing upside down on her hands before 
landing a sharp descent, pulling up her kimono over him. 

he smiles painfully, as she scrambles her plot in reverse order, 
so that her death would be the first to go, than the sacrifice, 
next the romantic conversation, until she ends up with a few 
nursery rhymes. 


the director yells cut as he pulls a wired baby from a slit in 
her skull. someone brings a fresh forehead on a salver. they 
repaint her lips a light peach and tipped down at one end, 

as if they'd been newly torn but skillfully mended. he tries to 
shut his mind to the fussiness of the Taisho-style makeup, 
creating worlds without sleep. his body shudders with fatigue 
but dares not rest. a shyness keeps him from telling her, he 
doesn’t want this scene to ever end. she turns her head slightly 
to one side with a sort of mounting unreachability and he 
blushes gratefully. 


alaya refers to a kind of awareness that nothing within the universe truly possesses its own substance. This concept has spawned many 
thousands of interpretations. One theory suggests that alaya consciousness is half-defiled, half-undefiled, and hence could serve as the 
bridge to human salvation. 

Taisho era was a brief period in Japanese history when a whole-hearted surrender to the emotions enjoyed favour. This earnest 
passion has now something of an anachronism that has become something to provoke laughter. 


louise bak 


А1ауа 


our ears learn to hear love in the figure, rushing upward over 
the moonlit rocky slope, covering the first two. there is no 
time to feel frightened. she falls silent, but we can sense 

she is somewhere close by, and this bothers us a lot more than 
the structure of the one hundredth take. she suddenly looms 
up and hurtles past, sending a wave of cold air over us. we can 
understand what she has in mind in the metaphorical sense, 
but it isn’t clear what use all the metaphors are when a ghost 
with no interest in us is chasing us, knowing we can't avoid 
being touched. 


the lines between the cast are not private, they're the same as 
as the cinematic ground we cross again. he embraces her, the 
brush of his fluttering eyelashes crosses her left shoulder as 
if to stitch her broken skin. he glimpses at his worried hands, 
rotating the dying creature on raised boulders so that she 
might present the camera with a better angle. she expects his 
palms to hesitate, to waver to her need to steady them. he 
repeats his rhythm, lowering his face into hers in a passionate 
kiss that battles over her body, as her immortal face turns to 
us, impassive. 


in the next take, he strokes her cheek, painted the color of 
unhealthy off-season raspberries, but her eyes open terribly, 
so out of character that he assumes it must be impertinent 
showing off. she gets color in her cheeks, coming to life like 
a gymnast, balancing upside down on her hands before 
landing a sharp descent, pulling up her kimono over him. 

he smiles painfully, as she scrambles her plot in reverse order, 
so that her death would be the first to go, than the sacrifice, 
next the romantic conversation, until she ends up with a few 
nursery rhymes. 


the director yells cut as he pulls a wired baby from a slit in 
her skull. someone brings a fresh forehead on a salver. they 
repaint her lips a light peach and tipped down at one end, 

as if they'd been newly torn but skillfully mended. he tries to 
shut his mind to the fussiness of the Taisho-style makeup, 
creating worlds without sleep. his body shudders with fatigue 
but dares not rest. a shyness keeps him from telling her, he 
doesn’t want this scene to ever end. she turns her head slightly 
to one side with a sort of mounting unreachability and he 
blushes gratefully. 


alaya refers to a kind of awareness that nothing within the universe truly possesses its own substance. This concept has spawned many 
thousands of interpretations. One theory suggests that alaya consciousness is half-defiled, half-undefiled, and hence could serve as the 
bridge to human salvation. 

Taisho era was a brief period in Japanese history when a whole-hearted surrender to the emotions enjoyed favour. This earnest 
passion has now something of an anachronism that has become something to provoke laughter. 


louise bak 
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Crotch academic 


One force open crotch denial, 

bean me, crotch captain! High 

on the rear button, cluster into rosebuds, 
arcane fist. Treat of treacherous plankton, 
munching on their daily weevils. 


Ectoplasm shines on the acting forehead, 

just an indent into the idea, 

as in protocol of ions. Dejected 

by hospital whites, chamber of secret congress. 
Snakes of the garden, amphibious charters 
broken up and clutching the fraught cheat sheet, 


Or tongues, in general, good to get a grip on 
and pull through the spoken throat. 
Conspiracy of frightened toadies, 

no relation to peepers on the edge 

of the grassy ditch. 


Please learn the art of arse, 

Dunk your clever palate cleft 

into trenches. Shredding persuasion, 

we obviously need more hysterical wombats 
hacking out the academy. A paper on strombosis, 
samosis, line green, hot trickle in the eyes. 


| am visiting and read the manual, 

so I'll teach you about harsh Cheops, 
or whatever he was called. Monument 
to the grassy knoll. 


Breathing moles lie on the levitating table, 
bunk under straight white light, 

careless with the instruments, loving 

a scent of elastic alcohol. 


alice burdick 





frances kruk 








scott helmes 





sheila е. murphy 


hay(na)ku 


voice 
alive with 
one whole tone 
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Hah 


bang 
strong log 
doubt and class 


trust me hee 


john m. bennett 


A General Economic 


All this fake math for productivity. 

Minimize heat for lung injury. Oil leak 

for goth pall. Stalin for food stamps. 

Super babies for advertising fund. Sugar 

for water. Thick wall for X-Ray specs. 
Dance for dance. E.T. for Krypto. Phantasm 
for schmantasm. Gawkers with butterfly nets 
for white noise. Golden fleece for what to 
catch? Animals drink clean water for 

a panoramic ocean of nouns. Soccer moms 
for taxidermy. Free rides for cash hoard 

in river gut. Chocolate reform for fire 
insurance. Flush toilets for blood pressure. 
Home for airport. Rams grooved metal into 
small porcelain neurons for people with 

no jobs. Diet Coke and chocolate truffles 

for commercial spam and a plastic sheet. 
Like sweet cumswept determinant for water 
is food-bome and fecal-oral. Atrophy a 
damaged disk swathed in septic outflow 

for to ravage with photoshop. Windows open 
at random for each table set with plates 

and glasses. As all collaboration streamlines 
new fragments into die cut vinyl more like 
the tinny sounds a phone spews out between 
two stations for procedure. Not a free gift for 
machines blissfully move. Consensus for 
catallaxy. Drug fixation for liver repair. 
School and church music for cotton candy. 
An icy crust covers all “race incidents” for 
purina feeds all physical attraction. A poem 
that holds water for a poem that needs a catheter. 
An anal fixation for arson. Contract pulls at 
retina for movement over sound decision-making. 
Eventually a vegetable for treats to double-wide 
food. Yoga for pilates. A hot club for 

a Freud vibe. Cute koalas for chocolate jets. 
Varicose veins for product clangs from 

the shank. In a plain brown wrapper for 
dissolving grey matter. Chocolate chip waffles 
and chilean wine boxes for insurance. Oral 
fixation for dry humping. ON Button for 


ryan fitzpatrick 


committee. Direct democracy for iron lung. 
Hammocks and so forth for knives sharpen 

by drawing them. Inspections of pressure vessels 
for showers with programming. Reinforce 
support beams for hypochondriac. Surgery 

for automotive grab bags. Gold clears 

the table for trough coins through skin. Spent 
face with talk for woodchips line the workplace. 
New markets mark-up for pockets pick themselves. 
Salted instead of Prozac for post-industrial 
grindcore kissing noise. Terrorist talk is a 
financial strain for ice-machine make-out session. 
Music touches the alien ray for free sign up 

but no obligation. Attach career to tranquilizers 
for born in full blossom. Employment for 
mosquito netting. Cool breeze for free fall. 
Butterflies for discard. Investment in rhetoric 

for painless echo. Rent for alms. 
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А Shining Beacon 


On brilliance: a filled cup - 

a hilly cup; rhyme glances 
green; poet oversees hats and 
skirts; lumber, nails, capital. 


On insight: eureking; sovereign 
tee; freedom - cheap as free; idea - 
ideology pancakes asphalt; power 
grid - peeing; parakeets - parrots. 


On craft: a belt-sander; sand 

in my panties; pearl in my urn - 
earn, earn; social capital - surfing 
horse; throat rainbow catch asshole. 


ryan fitzpatrick 


My Father Was My Enemy 


all he ever did 
where I was concerned 
was try to block me 


he did everything he could 
to keep me from learning 
that he himself was a bad man 


it wasn’t until a month before 
he died 

that he finally admitted 

in his journal 

that I was the real thing 

and that I had surpassed him 
in every way 

that I was a superior thinker 
and artist 


but then it was too late 


a year earlier I had written him a letter 
a letter that was a long time coming 
in the letter I told him to leave me alone 


at this point I believe that his relationship to me 
his only son 

says everything about him as a person 

even though he fooled a lot of people 

into thinking he was a great man 


greg evason 





geof huth 


| SPEAK 


i speak doesn't-know-most-french st jean quebecer 

and i speak hamilton on lancashirian and brighten eng 
parented presences in moncton (my wariest language) 

and i speak uppercanadablended english as spoken 

in unique windsor accentwise (a confused jumble) 

and i speak windsor jumbled by new brunswick 

quebec lancashire brighton jumbled by croatian & Detroit 
and other accents of windsor as jumbledly spoken in Toronto 
with countless other influences and countless more 
language preferences and television and so 


fholefholerholefholefholefholerholefholefholefholefholerholefholefolefholefholefholerholefholefholerholerholefholefholefholerholefholefholefholefholefholefhole 


it's spirit is very much long distant blue phenomena 
but if there's some path out of materialism 
surely that will count too in the anals of poetry 


if Time could be stopped in its tracks 
and replaced with music then the argos would win 


poetry is multi multi multi unrelated systems 


and scenes and so on of people thinking about poetry 
in thousands of different ways 


john barlow 
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john m. bennett 


amazon 


there were a frenchman 
who meet ignorant people 
ten or 15 
example: he estimate then 
that there were a terrible 
species HE climbs everywhere 
to meet those biologists in Guam 


one of the problem 

makes it forbidden 
debate/geography 

every commentary ARE irrigation 

forbidden 
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went to holidays 
bike were not moving 
path on wood 


know a lot of space 
swimmed into the lake 
one was DEAF 


at the first time 
no mechanics 


; some story about 
NOT sympathetic 
the year of glory 


fholerholefholefholef holerholerholerholefholefholefholefholefholefholerholerholerholerholerholefholerholerholerholefholerholerholerholefholerhol 
see all of them 


scarlet rocks 
permanently lost 
secret water 

barely hidden 
missing light in 
hidden space 
unfindable patterns 
nonetheless fixed 
unknown movements 
separated by 
absolute distances 


samuel andreyev 


GARDEN SHIN SPLINTS 


a tiger 
of hope 

in my gut 

swells 

with pride 

in an antler’s blue paint 

and she 

in her red glory 

comes down the staircase 
Carrying an empty water glass in one hand 
and a pistol in the other 

“what's done is done,” she says 
I hug her 

and thus begins 

our new life together 


without him 


greg evason 


love of entering this place 
love of the spontaneous sentence 
of no purpose 

of arriving phenomenon 
immediate intuition 

of buds opening 
crumpled leaves underfoot 
walking while thinking 
animals’ woebegone eyes 
regional expressions 
open faces 

the child's wide-eyed surprise 
the kept confidence 
empty rooms 

the positioning of things 
just the right spot 
comfortable pillows 
sinking down in the bathtub 
worn doorsteps 

swaying treetops 

listening for sounds 
scented roses 

inner fragrance 

drooping columbines 
coral magnolias 

green tinged hydrangeas 
two toned tulips 

crab apple blooming 
giant orange poppies 
everyday irises 
lime-green hostas 
key-lime pie 

generational expressions 
awesome art galleries 
intricate installations 
thoughtful gestures 

past particulars 

love of extended time 

of days without function 
formless gazing 

wafting memories 

tiny pink fingernails 
planning for pleasure 
baking aromas 

steaming teacups 
organic delicious 

fair trade farming 

village uprisings 
mountain peoples 

desert wanderers 

gabbeh designers 
utopian futures 

kittens rolling 

cats’ hilarity 

an old book 

the complete collection 


lynn mcclory 


something in common 
change for the better 
still water canoeing 
canoodling behind a curtain 
the starry universe 
stained glass in the window 
homogeneity and difference 
suffering ancestors 
mothers in saris 
the third reading 
attending the film series 
the rumpled bed 
in stitches laughing 
love of vulnerability 
the healthy plant 
strolling along 
banks of the river 
change of mind 
infectious music 
complex arrangements 
pristine lakes 
the heron’s wingspan 
warm patios 
the city bumped into 
. retiring early 
intimate conversations 
healed neurosis 
relief in the weather 
Frida’s mustache 
babies lip bubbles 
thinking alone 
the hair on his belly 
talking far into 
the casual lisp 
love of the tears in your eyes 
of being on time 
of being in time 
the gentle philosopher 
the smiling connection 
the authentic moment 
soups on the stove 
a breeze through the window 
the candlelit supper 
entertaining the idea 
time for reading 
bp nichol 
the full life 
love of sudden inspiration 
concentration 
the reading ahead 
writing in the moment 
you finding your way 
smooth stones 
your dignified pride 
immense possibility 


lynn meclory 





frances kruk 


Had Bad 


tracing fingers and toes, ambient organs, tender a bid, pushing 
buttons, cutting edge 


Something got lost a long time ago. Addictions and compulsions pile 
up. Why do people smoke? There's not much to it. Dreamers dream 
of broken bodies and men in harnesses. Human flesh for sale in the 
supermarket - $2.79 for an 8 oz tin. 
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lingering soluble doubt doomsday dolphin 

porky pig peeves purple peter 

adele answered as amazed afterwords 

idiom and empty space adventure tennis racket holy smoke there's 
fire 
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Mad villiana -- in georgei they picks em from treez and eetz em like 
apples. Too much too many. RNA vs DNA, 50 vs Missy, LBJ vs Ho 
Chi Minh, Jung vs Freud, Jones vs Lockhart, my posse's got velocity, 
thixottopicity, vloumious volumes of vealish vellum, "I kid you not on 
the dotted line" reassembling the radial incoherence of bissett stein 
barlow coleman, the grass is always greener, don't get meaner -- 
track slams ; noise noyyed to the extra best unchained unbrained 
void punk floyd shine on the glitter monkey drunky hit ya in the 
gonadic nomadic flow patti cake shake & bake 


from atom to apple to snapple; amerikkkaz most blunted : Emty Nuffin 
effing up the Mined, a role of Bowles, a Coles Notes of Greedy 
Goats, Gone Galactic, Googoo vs Gaga 


ashes to hashes, joy division mashes, stuffy room, sqeek ah mickey, 
ah, you know the feminine, the hood, pierced, let's open a crack in 
the hell of Shell earthy organic smell Romantic Dream Date with a 
Withc wicj a wikipedophunkiphobe. Wickenssian drama, two inches, 
24 cm, 9kg, painless 


mark connery 


feb.1/05 

if punchlines end 

in the most forced way 

the negative city shit 

like when antenna get bent away 
what i was saying with my sympathies 
is global and right in your face 

to wrap your head around 

to regret the fuzzball of motion 

is to forget all the scummed insult 
the need to keep words clean 

and i of course am open to music 
we are standing in the open air 


fholefholefholerholerholefholerholerholerholerholefhotefholerholerholefholefholefholefhalefholefholerholerholefholefholefholefholerholerholefhol 
actors 


hanging scrotum 

who would have thought? 
statewide scrapes 

hoping in the opening 

certain absences make it known 
to view slinky black dress 
unfortunately lost the audience 
on that one thin dime 


david fujino 
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derek beaulieu 


Craft 


it is nearly dawn as you sneak back in to your house, 
where you find them, snoring in front 

of the news on the wall-sized screen. you notice he's 

in those bermudas, still sitting in a 

parody of your past. there are pee-pee-caca jokes about 
you on the back of a math textbook, 

with your face illuminated by the twinkling afterglow 
of aliens raiding your book shelves. 

you droid an act of involuble hurt, as you creep through 
the thickening light to your room. 

the way you hold yourself before the cold bed, comes 
with the empty sheets suddenly 

sectioned and hovering like so many shirt cardboards. 
the red message on the phone is 

blinking. "It's me," a stranger whispers, before noticing 
a pamphlet on childbirth, done in 

a shuttered part of a new clinic. you glance at the bottom 
photo, where a single bare-chested 

form is dancing on the surgical bed. you realize you don't 
know how to explain either canning 

or sewing bees in his language, while he whoops exactly 


like the sound of your laughter. lifting your knees, you sense 
your diaphragm is made heavy 

by rounded up change. you feel as if you're in front of your 
fireplace that never draws properly. 

rubbing your pregnant belly you stare at an ancient fridge, 
which is being washed free of 

a coat of unfamiliar fungus, before it is plugged in again. 

you feel goose bumps as if a 

dead hand is brushing across your nape, and you begin to 
lose weight visibly and you 

get ready to pass out, but you make efforts to focus normally. 
a strange sun has reddened out 

the details of your kitchen, leaving in a few paintings on the 
the walls: a faded blue-striped 

awning over the bouillabaisse restaurant where you first met, 
a winter sea where you held 

between cupped hands a peninsula, where your son was born. 
you can't imagine how hard 

you are hit by the bend in the rain, where he always averted 
his eyes and invariably looked 

down from the boat with his black eyes wincing from the large 


white medusas, nearly two feet 

in circumference, floating and pulsing with the waves. you didn't 
believe him when he said they 

came to him, dilating and contracting in his dreams like intimate 
optic muscles, which taught him 

how to build subaquatic spiderwebs as a map to a home reversal. 
no close, surviving relatives he 

had written all over the kitchen table, where you're lying immobile. 


louise bak 


opaline saucers are flying around 

you as the door slides open and you immediately curl up against 
yourself, as your child had done. 

he counted on dying quickly, when you tiptoed to your closetful 
of others. he bobs behind a full jar 

of snacks. you spot two coconut macaroons hurdling through a 
set of fingers and a chocolate malt 

ball in the other. he's thumbing through the jar making serialized 
sugary tails and bug-track vowel 

signs, that look like the radiating dots in comic strips that indicate 
delighted surprise. you lurch easily 

in to a standing position, incuriously offering the cookie in your 
hand, that you reckon you just baked. 
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Close-Up 


she places an ant inside a polished crystal, clouding then 
cleansing every transparency. it fights by stalling in 
each of her breaths. in every picture that shows her, 
she is pointing out of the frame, insisting that she's 
waiting where his eyes flicker between the windscreen 
and his multiple mirrors. inheriting his warm, soapy 
water, with slow jab of knee and elbow, she collides 
with so little else, she rises. hobbling his lengthened 
hair to her breasts, his likeness vanishes in the water, 
as she inclines the wig to float toward his mention of 
others. 


he draws her skipping, at times dragging by the soup 
counter, where noone is left to celebrate his windfall. 

the fan is turning pitifully slow as he pulls out the rest 

of the big flat balloon, half-inflated with big startled eyes. 
she isn't quite life size as he places her on the abandoned 
bike with its motor still running. he hastily dresses her in 
his dark jacket, white shirt and silver tie. with a hole for a 
mouth, hair preserved with the smell of someone she forgets. 
he zooms through the red light and times her driving up the 
steps trying to get away from the cops, leaving the chase as 
one. 


louise bak 
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nico vassilakis 


FENCING 


(from a collaboration with Victor Coleman) 


We had been whitewashed the fence that we'd been sitting on and 
were waiting for the paint to dry, watching it as if it were serious 


French cinema on an unengaging afternoon. 


“French cinema is the breath of God, all filmy on the feathered 


behindbacks of the seraph serving,” I said and the others laughed. 


George raised his right eyebrow dryly. “I prefer to keep God at alms 
length,” he said, and we chuckled, imagining we had all the time in 


the world. 


Charlie discovered a few drips of paint on the fence. “It’s as if a uvula 
in the cave of God’s maw had become protean, proving that the 

vibrant protoplasm of language is but a virus from author space.” We 
drew in our breaths preparing to laugh drolly, but Henry, who was an 


angel, screeched up in his car, and we exhaled without laughing. 


gary barwin 


“Sorry I’m late. Heatstroke, you know — being an angel I have 
to keep everything — heater included — on high. But seriously, I was 
crooning down the road toward utter and prayer. I’d turned at the 
corner of divine intervention, at the border between the letter and 
the enveloped, and, if you can believe it, I was epistle whipped 


again. Here, let me read it to you.” 


We were all ears and wings and Henry began: 


“There once was a shoe salesman Elijah 
Who said I'd be happy to oblijah 
When your foot's neatly shod 
In the raiment of God 
In fear angels shall ne'er tread besidejah.” 

“It's a harp attack,” I said, “in a region legion with Dionysian 
fission.” 
George moved his eyebrows around again. “It's a frisson allied with 
the anomaly,” he said. 

“Wish we were really human,” I said. 


“Yes,” everyone agreed, and we waited by the fence for 


another five hundred thousand years. 


gary barwin 


sharon harris 


A-Line 


“There are no such things as lines.” 
- Buckminster Fuller 


startinglineinclinebeelineairlinelifelineonlineoutlinefishlinecoastlineclotheslinephonelin 
etimelinefinelinechatlinetalklinepencillinedottedlinethephiladephiatrentonlineassembl 
ylinesightlinepartylinelinebylineskylinebadlineborderlinebanklinebankingmachinelineg 
oodlinebloodlineforgottenlineenlinelearnedlinebasslinefrontlinefoullinebluelineredlineg 
oallinethethinredlinebotomlineout of linecheckoutlinetowlineequinoticallinetapelineha 
rdlineheartlinegunter'slinemason&dixon'slinelinebylinecreditlinepicketlinedividinglinec 
ountylinebreadlinetreelinehorizonlinewaterlinecruiselinesinklinedroplinesubwaylinesm 
ilelinefrownlineproductlinepickuplinewaistlinehairlineheadlinehemlinebikinilinetanline 
pantylinemanlinehelplinehotlinerocklineliplinetaxilineinternationaldatelinefreightlinein 


linestreamlineslimlinespringlinesummerlinefalllinewinterlinedeclinefinishline 


ART 
OFFICIAL 


kemeny babineau 


APE fr FN ызалы быз ter, 
N INS ^^ N 3 
EXE Sado М DN N M 


< 
== 
` ` 
Абак 
, N 3 
< ^а 


















assi 


Fo Tera MEST 





= 


Р РЕР 


~~ ee” 
~ = 7 


nn nn ll 


————"% —À ML 


«^ ems 
Te 
REG 


ross priddle 


pr primeau 


American Dreams 1 & 2 


We went downtown 
swallowing cough syrup, 
passed the colored stores 
and hit the old hotel 

by the end of the strip. 


Large as a fist, 

in this big empty ghost 

all I heard was the sound of 
washing machines washing 
machines. 


A manager 

looking pretty rough 

kicked us out, 

but not before I saw 

a yellow photograph of Babe Ruth 
hanging in the second floor 


stairwell. 

### 

In October sun 

the wasps slowly 

thirst to death, from branch to branch 


they walk around 
on my white tile floor 
like drunks while 
I take a slow piss 


in the beautiful not quite the palest yellow 
smack bathroom. 


and then behind the other houses 


NNNNNNNNNNNNN 


а bit more pink to it 

that color the sky takes 

when the sun starts to set 

and the day preceding more overcast 


than blue 


karen sohne 


philippine-style chicken adobo sauce 





rob read 


homage to bob cobbing series #1 





reed altemus 


homage to bob cobbing series #2 





reed altemus 


Town of опе day 


Lower east toe-kick, 
hammernail cove, 

hey, distinguished charlatan, 
hyperspaced narcissist, um, 
adjustable wench. 


Look at the purple queen. 

She’s the kind that walks around. 
Read label so long 

to be able. 


Enormous blossom 


Breaking trees, trampling 

on my buddies. Boys fritter 

the mown hill to play up on the cusp, 
slice out all the oil from the wheels. 
Run across the road 

without no eyes. 

Crisp tenure on our heads. 

It's hard to outlast the sniffers 

giving us all something called old age. 


alice burdick 


cider cold moon 
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ravi shankar duets beautifully with philip glass. 


)))00))))))0000)))0)))0))))00000)))0000)))))00)))* 


leeshia barwick 


samuel andreyev 


vision 


last night 
behind the train station 
i found a golden mess 


saw it flowing over the black hill 
very exacting 
to flow backwards 


through windows 
to a castle wet 
with ink 
value to society 
we don't pass the nest 
around 
in this mob 
meat presses these words 
into 


the rain and 
the door bangs open 


and closed 


thumbwars between birds 


b d 


gary barwin 


I could see his life slipping and sliding. 
He was blurry... doing this thing. 


I couldn't feel anything. I tried to sleep 
but I couldnt stop my mind. 


Then nothing mattered so much and 
good things happened. 


But I didn’t understand. 


I was out of balance. I had to sleep in chaos, 
dream of pleasure, drop useless needs. 


Earth salts, calcium and magnesium, stalactites, 
caves to crawl into, swamps and fungus, 
parts which reach beneath the mind. 


THE PRESENT IS A PRESENT 


I miss the boat but it comes back. Taking up 
time, the hem of the universe. Separate 
anxiety from prediction. 


Protein crying for the carbon cycle and rot, 
mother rot, Gastown, coal, fish, sunlight on 
salt water, waiting for death to complete the 


cycle. 


judith copithorne 


at the gates of poise 

sick leaders get set 

in a manner of speaking 

swaying millions 

starving for affection. 

i am reading the book 

is it lunchtime yet? 

you didn't finish what you were saying 
on the same track maybe not the right track 
feeling of destination 

when you didn't start 

the message sent 

global reach. 

all time 

in a moment 

but science was my weak subject 
living is livid 

up crumbles 


reverses term. 


david fujino 


ross priddle 


a bad eye, ideology of games, 
blank sacrifice, everything has to 
flow, there is no lowercase, 
monologo, flexible paint, fluxus 
kids, still going forward, 
experimenting with electronic 
communication, what a sign, 

it lost its colours, medium 
indeterminate, self-designated, 
has the patina, this is not 
referring to you, wijki, feh, 
compare for differences, hurry 
hurry hard, tough filter, noth, 
hammer storm, vote art, scream 
coaster, anarchy chicken, the, 
nine billion surplus humans, 

is this meant to be a sign, 
toner rosetta stoner, everyone 
gets the same mark, no head, 
mask yer line, col cigno, 
cocaigne, hellmann, eer, a 
penny more than you deserve, 
entranced by a great tree, 
claims heaven earth, rheotaxis, 
abnor mail, mechlin, of good 
conduct, fingerprints all 

over everything, harmonic 
chaos, nonform, dumb 
terminal, kunstwollen, 





ABSURD КОРЕ HELL 


save re from this ylib 


sovishy sinking pleyıround 
rotten jungle гуш 


(the petals of а rose 
francis crick's brain 
the coet of a virus 
tied by the saite thread) 


ххяши sinewed science 
letters shot from the hip 
goopy spidey glue 


we shoot first, ask questions later 
cyotogenetic cowhoys 
peycholinguistic bad asses 


moist yarn skeleton: 


unravelled fy spools эол. " 

demsel in dd dress 5%, So 
stitohing undone Ex 2 
seams split. ze 
tiec io tfacks å 2 
neck crecked in monkey tei 


frances kruk 


I remember the huge red leafed maple across 
the street from our house and how we loved 
talking about it. 

I remember heart-pounding dashes through 
the forbidden Braemar Estate, scared 
shitless when chased by their dogs, and 
bizarre stories about the mysterious 
European owners. 

I remember Psycho and The Fly at the 
theatre on the north side of Lakeshore 
between Allan and Reynolds streets. I 
remember the Halton Hotel when it was a 
men’s beverage room and ladies & escorts 
pub, rough in the old way. 

I remember diving off the lighthouse piers 
on each side of the harbour at Lakeside 
Park every day the summer I was 14. 

I remember swimming at the bottom of our 
street before TOWARF forbade us to swim 
there anymore because the lake was too 
polluted. 

I remember when OTHS was the only high 
school in town. 

I remember Christmas holiday dances and the 
boy I loved for five years always asking me 
for the last dance. 

I remember jumping out my window on my 
friend’s promise to catch me, spraining my 
ankle, and walking a couple of miles with 
her and another friend whose window we 
pebbled on the way, and the three of us 
hiding in the snowy woods to hoot at the 
Appleby boys in the middle of the night. 

I remember how mean a few of them were to 
each other, how some were snobs and others 
gracious. 

I remember going to my first prom with 
every boy who asked me because girl’s 
boarding school from ages 5-13 left me 
unfamiliar with dating protocol and I 
thought it was mean to turn people down. I 
remember the four who came to the door, and 
walking to the high school together as 
though this was the most natural date in 
the world. 

I remember feeling the difference between 
those who grew up there and myself. 

I remember my nickname, “sprout”, as a 
comment on my size, who used it with love 
and who with malice. 


lynn mcclory 


two photographs 





gustave morin 


marshall hryciuk 


drips to the sidewalk 
air-conditioner's 
or piss 


QUIVERING IN THE SEX 


she shines my coat 
of many feathers 
with zero 

in a display 

of curtains 
shaved off 

the long lines 

of putty 
worshiped 

by dogs 

and cats 

for all eternity 

in a fish’s 


blade of wet skin 


greg evason 


marshall hryciuk 


drips to the sidewalk 
air-conditioner's 
or piss 


QUIVERING IN THE SEX 


she shines my coat 
of many feathers 
with zero 

in a display 

of curtains 
shaved off 

the long lines 

of putty 
worshiped 

by dogs 

and cats 

for all eternity 

in a fish’s 


blade of wet skin 


greg evason 





david owen 





rob mclennan 


from a compact of words 


the borders of the land abound, 
& widen 


the back fence, blackberries, blue 
& more 


what once made pies, the 
treelined shore 


years of dogs & cats gone long 
in unmarked graves 


& decayed sugarbush, cabin down 
to earth & moss 


how much of family, told 
what we recall 


who were not there, or 
yet 


describing days against the shade 


the length of burning, & the 
Swamp MacRaes 


a fire thru the air 
staring at the sky 
as if to learn this blue 
the wind chilled color 
of air 
the woman who can't remember 
birthdays of her children 
and mixes all the names 
could somehow memorize 
the bare branches 
criss cross 


karen sohne 





judith copithome 


ше 


neked 








alphabetize a 
beginning 


looped Round this 


6-aminopurine А 


sentence 


nature 


frances kruk 


hugh thomas 


Grand Tour 
for Karen and Steve 


Temporality starting from tennis court and sunset 

brick radon blood test three hundred jobs 

economics a molecular signature insurance company 
intersection of death and under-enrolled mansions 

open heart surgery custody battle bedtime conversation 

more sophisticated exciting moments slightly passé. 

Depression a wakeup call early in the morning. 

Problematic visiting artists will kill you 

break up the marriage incorporate mathematics 

Joyce's walking stick the uncertain curator. 

Five minutes turned around the cameras 

mirror image exploring something evil. 

Steer the conversation away from thought police. 

Every week his visual component inside stressed air conditioning 
fragile polarization eating away the hottest summer ever. 
Canadian citizen if that's what she's calling it 

illegal to obtain a driver's license intending industry. 

Postal mail a reasonable distance the constraint 

lots of people making the wrong decision six months from now in Paris. 


learnings 


so no man wd know loving in yr arms 
ill use whips and ropes burn 

your creamy skin laugh if you want 
about it go right 

ahead 


loop of no thing 


still there are mouths kissing skin 
there are bodies arms and legs 
cocks and pussies 


lit upon a white screen 
tonight the film snaps 
the liminal and i sit before it 


taste the salt the saliva 


the no thing 
the air conditioning 


richard lopez 


LANG CAGE 


kemeny babineau 
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billy mavreas 


homage to bob cobbing series #3 





reed altemus 





nico vassilakis 
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judith copithorne 


The Lower Finger of Meaning (The Way a Hand Curls into Alphabet). 





geof huth 


2 


> 
3 
Ф 
24 
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u 
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conversation #8 





scott helmes 





jennifer books 


The Intention to Mean 





geof huth 


BACK ТО THE GARDEN 





and we've 
got to 
get our 
selves 


frances kruk 
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andrew topel 


UN. © 
deem a 


3 тя 





john w. macdonald 


Ruined Fantasy Translation 


Susan simply wanted a kiss. The problem with a kiss, however, is that one leads 
to many, and many lead to more. Plus, we close our eyes when we kiss, and we 
miss what's going on when our eyes are closed. Like Susan might not see the 
hurt look on her girlfriend’s face when she (Susan) is kissing someone else. She 
might also miss any number of events: the sunset, Christ's “return,” the season 
finale of some reality show, her mother's death, an alien visitation, an eclipse, 
the arrival of world peace, two butterflies fornicating, a cute girl on 

a skateboard, falling debris from condo construction, a stray Frisbee, a police 
man beating on the homeless. She might miss all the signifiers like skin colour 
and bone structure and hair length and skirts versus pants and which side a shirt 
buttons on or whether a shirt is torn and head coverings and shoe size and 
makeup and jewellery and tattoos and eye colour and limp wrists and facial hair. 
Yes, better to avoid kisses and the mayhem they bring. Asking for a kiss is like 
asking for a hole in the head, her mother always said. 


Translation after Going Out 
I didn't want to ruin 
another party 

but “Palestine” 


burst from my lips 


like, yes, like gunfire. 


sandra alland 


Fraser River 
Diwali oil dish 


saree with swastikas 
plastic Gonesh 


clint burnham 


talking 
heads 
on 
sticks 
making 
nice 
turvey 


topsy 


gustave morin 


Election Day (for Rob Manery) 
CCM bags & sticks 


in the condo 
blinds almost down 


clint bumham 


kevin thurston 


AUTHENTICITY for buck downs 


smoking a hot dog 
eating a joint 

listening to circa 81 
in my pickup 


(i'm a ranger) 


Alphabetical Translation 


A) a) About actually all appear. 

Ask (asking asking...) at be. 

Be creature: deal does fellow for great 
(hardly he) heart in, indeed into it. 

It left less. 

Look, moon! 

Moon needs not of one other — 

peace, peace perhaps possible. 
See/seem the (the the...) 

then think this time: 

times to (to to...) what, when, whereas. 


Would you (your)? 


sandra alland 


gustave morin 


shriek forms frame 


beaming 
, the ceiling 


, scoffolding 


TRANSLATION FROM THE THE 


Some modern song a trophy 
Mock sprocket undergarment triad 


Forces jibe, people wander, 
The hotsprings bike an awful 


To the point. Meanwhile, there’s 
A decent ruckus with the flab. 


Pot lid. Stereophonic drywall. 
The basement denies the haircuts. 


Five or six melons? I’ve rooms 
Enough for mechanical tarts, 


No vague limp television morph — 
Titanic invasions again. Death toll 


Blue shirt and trouser roll. Heard 
The new bowl? It's deep. Round 


Here chirp clunk and garble. 
Give it effort. Give it a home. 


jay millar 


dayle furlong 


Blue Lips in January 


Staring at the world in January 
I see nothing but the mechanics 
of the everyday 


feet burn with the itch of cold 

as streetcars break down, collide 
while buses and trucks 

amble by awash with 

cement tones. 


we climb stairs covered in salt stains 
like starchy spilt milk 

--a trail of light to guide us home. 
stepping in footprints-- 

snow flicking like a glib comment 

from heels too tired to make sentences 


exhalations from tailpipes that look 

like dirty throats 

and the vapour that hangs around mouths 
in puffs remind me that life is still working 
--shifting like grains of salt— 

inhalations brief for a common 

pause, those invisible moments that hang 
around our blue lips while we suffer 

what is natural and pray 

to be released from the 

whip of winter. 


Summer Instances 


An open window 

in early summer 

the air smells of concrete: dirty, sandy 
pavement—or rust from the swingset— 
some childlike thing. 


The echo of laughter as they 

sit on bikes, heads thrown back 
shoelaces brush the ground 

while the ice-cream and grime 
hardens around their mouths 

and all that escapes is the rumble 
of laughter 


sweet and silly 

fighting for airspace 

with the hungry sea-gull 

who bumps into window panes 

and gets hit by a taxicab, lying squawking 
on sidewalks 

kicked by a child’s bored foot. 


MIRAGE OF AFTERNOON 


An afternoon revolution axis 
Not so top-notch as the sky 

But close enough — 

A whiff to make 

Life’s ongoing subtleties 

Wind through leaves or clouds 
Hung for the horizontal 

Feeling of being alone 

At the center of things — 
Someone on the outer rim 
From here an insect on the edge 
Or a leaf or a moth camouflaged 
By bark to execute the distance 
A figure means to decide 


I need days, walks and heat — 
Things to enclose thoughts 
Where I will write about things 
Long enough to become one 
Among the many who eventually 
Refrain from consciousness: 
Spiders dead in their webs 

Are not nearly as interesting 

As those who stare you down 
Until you offer a finger 

They are one of the many 
Encounters we may learn from 
Brains freed by the sun's shine 
Somehow like good cop bad cop 


Wind disguises movements 

Trees twitch slowly to hold up 
Birds flushed by walking by 

Its nest will burst like ants 

From the trod Earth — occasionally 
Smell the wood-heat — once 
Stumble upon the remains 

Of an animal — bones held 

Within a nest of it's own fur — 

A curious place for something that 
Once held together a life to stop 
Entropy sculpt natural selection 
Time captured soft and pauses 


jay millar 


Halifax Pier Translation 


Is this cliché of fish and tartan and beer 
interchangeable 
with pifiatas and pyramids and beer 
rain and sheep and beer 
gondolas and weed and beer 
apple pie and flags and beer 
desert and silk 
computers and kimonos 
chalets and skiing 
drumming and safaris 
croissants and romance 
and beer 
and beer 
and beer 
and beer 
and beer 
and beer 
and beer 
and beer 
and beer 
and beer 
and beer 
and beer 


and beer 


sandra alland 


karen sohne 


they used to chain convicted artists together then 
force them to work long hours in the hot sun 

that practice was stopped about the same time as 
Rosa Parks got to sit on the bus 

now art gangs infiltrate even the fringes of small press 
looking for a soft corner to burrow into while they write 
(and get) grants, produce shit for art and sniff at 
anyone who isn't thin enough 

cool enough 

or doesn't come already labeled across the forehead 
with a barcode and a little loop 

on their back to be more easily displayed for sale 
enough ranting 


gots to go to work and be nice to people now 


///yawp of maw ----- ( Bert, )----- eons of peons’ turmoil of data/// 


gustave morin 


if you stand 

at the end of the couch 

facing south 

with the side of your face 

alongside the glass of the front window 
you can see the moon 

| think tonight 


it's full 


a box afixed 
between the tracks 
yellow painted, wooden 
stencilled blackly, PREVENTION 
in smaller letters 

crosswise 


fire 


karen sohne 


close shave I - V 


ee 
i got murdered once 
by the stone 


ord корме to the back of ahead 
it's knot as papery as 


: while it happened 
it used to be there was this little 
i think of logs, (illegible) 


i think of bark 


combination spruce 


ie 
it's an all-round combine 


Sort of object 


ee 


my new hotrodding club 
will be sure to attract 


those girls 
...later on... 
in the back of a 
slaughterhouse 
i play the game 
everyone hates 
. i OVER AND OVER 

sometimes i caught 

myself smoking in dreams 

one time i was sly and 

hid behind a barn 

while i did it “5 

and but yet however i try to keep 

at that very moment treats in my car 

i thought to myself Dat 

it spins! it spins! no oe сапа 
do everything 


samuel andreyev 


leeshia barwick and karen sohne 


career is to poetry ,as is to good writing 


[a page] 


MistRusted 


richard kostelanetz 


what is the half-life of goodbye? 


SAFE HANDLING OF 
RADIOACTIVE ISOTOPES 


I. General Considerations 
1. Scope of This Handbook 


Prior to World War П the use of radioisotopes was 
essentially limited to a few locations having access to cyclo- 
tron-induced activities. The addition of pile-induced activi- 
ties, either as fission products or as special irradiations, has 
changed the magnitude of the related protection problems. 
Widespread laboratory and industrial use of radioistopes is 
foreseen. This involves the protection of scientists and tech- 
nicians in one case, of industrial employees in the other, and 
of the pubiie in both cases. This andok cannot give de- 
tailed recommendations, т. essary and sufficient for all cases. 


It is, theret- =. >lanned t give the general recommendations 
suitable * ур: al jabe story or small ind: strial operations. 
In all cas па geme, specifies!ly ава слез the responsi- 
bility for ti, proper - cetion ard «inter ince of the stand- 
ards песезя-:у or [е operation. The small laboratory, 
handling | ^^ of radioactivity y modify or omit 
some of - ^o» agrecomp: to: A periodie review 
of such ial ons by а 000905 radiation protection 
authori: > s be lesirable. ze laboratories and in- 
dustrie i sy "e more |^! control. The employ- 
ment © Pause т rsonne H “+ ion protection 
is then bl Ts 1 à here the staff 
working ith ; А ıl «xceeds 95, 

Sper is di Я “shall” and 
“should i it the - The former is 
used in å mia 3 rer applies to those rec- 
ommendation - 1 «dur it at | yw activity levels, 
optional at ini Ji S sential at high Ret 

Av a Pa sotopes 

Table 1 lists rat op senerally greatest inter- 
est, and indica: - ес ıf ma,’ "de of the amounts nor- 
mally availabl knowledge от tie sites of deposition and 
elimination 1% is a partial requirement for the hazard 
evaluation an’ ts for each particular isotope. Severe 
radiation haz „в associated with those isotopes that have 


unfavorable combination of long half-life, high uptake, dep- 
osition in small organs or in bone, aud low elimination rates. 
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david owen 





john w. macdonald 





david owen 


nico vassilakis 


THE SMALL BROWN JOURNAL 


microsleep 

django/grapelli 

the difficulties of an only child 
out of whack 

restrictions force invention 
naked on the couch 

handfuls of sand 

gone - a cup taken off the table 
homesick for a second language 
amazing amounts of it 

| need sleep 

fog 

incremental intimacy 
permanent tattoo 

ridiculous trauma 

it left a long time ago 
powerless and threatened 

as serious & funny bone are the same 
one last gesture 

the nature of erasing 

me and a string of lights 
suffer from amnesia 

eludes a thread 

tunnels flowers collide 

sugar in the pocket 
barricades 

succumbs 

sequences 

fritters away negative farming 
the germ of warbling 

the butterfly pelvis 

moth winged flutter 

we Carry arp 

we carry matta 

a Clarity of birds 

tightly ribboned box 


BOWLING BALLS 


for days 

all did 

was lie 

in bed 

and let 
bowling balls 
be stuffed 
into me 


greg evason 


lynn тссіогу 


electric thresholds 


lighten up! 

grass overgrave 

is so heavy. moan 
in the moon's cloud 
you need lift 

in your livingroom 
& I have 

no patience 

with limp blades 
dulled from the same 
over & over drone 
no taut strings to hold 
the leaves aloft 

on their thresholds. 
this is an old song 
the networks 

dont still 

the swirl 

of an e major 
grabbed green 
from the ocean 

of Bartok’s third 
flung out in a flash 
to all connection 


even now what was entirely built is softly, her enough, to inflict to 
mother. now because room is money, what builds is built, softly for 
farther. because layers her pretty is. taking wants room. is it 

because. two no three, what a father builds. two because, because it 
was dark mother mostly because it was. pretty room pretty recovered, 

3, she takes room because taking is. even layers speak any dark bed, 
layers to her. there men are there are men completely because unspoken 
there are books. because of bed a father a room. because a man, 
curtains then age, 3, 3 again. what is wanted is never. 


wanda o'connor 


wanda o'connor 


the house of crimes full in the physique the metaphysic, metaphysic 
lost in the hour hour once then once again. the gambler coupling dry 
days Illium lost, post-Illium, lost in time lost the hand lost the 

home. in full one day free is the examination fair, fair like free, 

rotted knot turned visits hand by hand or flat, is the like of 
metaphysique the physique for gambler. free thinking free king, or 
thin. thing. kind by the crime and the visit takes two. counting the 

last days counting the last final hand counting, numbers, the dry, the 
day. the lost. the gambler the physique the metaphysic the hand. post- 
hand. 


spent white nights 
sprout darkrooms 
lit in passing 
cars 

headlights 

swoon 

all your letters 
into the guttural 


gustave morin 


wanda o'connor 


a year holds anything gives it long the backs of scowled words 
indulgent heard things, filth. while lacerate of vacancy its warmth 
covers, love the other fleece. receiver familiar its hands while runny 
words shoulder me. I anything, anything anything, of its hard in. 
boiled pot, meaning. giving to me, gived. 


alice burdick 


Mowing, again 


Do you mind putting the lass 

in the middle of the pigeons? 

She wants to climb the stairs 

and slide back down into the birds 

again and age into a giant gaudy feather. 


Sweet spread of designation. 

The starlings have taken over 
so forget about the old days. 

Babies just sit and fart 

and look you right in the eye. 


Canteen forget about it; 

give your blood to winged beings. 

Stay stylish if by that you mean police. 

The green spaces in your gator. 

They're really serious about keeping 

the grass uniform. How many bunnies have you seen 
just hanging out on the edge of a garden? 

Not many because they stay still and move 

only after you've already walked on 

and tripped over to see Accident Rock. 


greg evason 


SLEEP 


I pry 

the horse 

from 

my head 

and 

walk out 

of the room 

on my ballerina toes 
with shaved onions 

and breathtaking women 


shadowing my every move 


space is mind determined place place where waves are things gauze 
covers back. it is pinned instead it is below the skin the unsoilable 

hair, the sea. mornings knock away living below air from things from 
heat. inside the glass the house is still a far better breath a new 

dread pinnacle. my gauze not alive-live raises fire on me or keeps me 
stirred. not a heart or swimming bird my love is, not the bare of all 
things raising extinguished. how the sea jumped on me once, how spare 
toward, how sparce innings. now that the breeze is hair, not water. 

now that the knocking light lives among it unsoilable sea. 


wanda o'connor 


lynn тсаогу 


В TRAILS 


bee trail buzz 
threw the whole day away 
take around sneak behind 


loose all the paper that matters. 


forthright; left to the wind. 
howl. rip the trees. 

get what you need 

sour the gift. grind 

all the leaves to a halt. 
soon all the machines 

will house animals; 

you have two options: 
stall one or the other. 
every little theft has a horn 
on the cover to please 


all your pilfering pornographers. 


eyes wide out 

slip down on the spit | 
slide up your slither side 
edge up the page 

sidle out of the ocean oil 
fish are all belly up now 
windsor salt pours on 
iodized flats, sting dried. 
who stole my breath away? 
i can spare one human 
with my cheerio 

maybe a roof 

can quit the rain 

why not just try 

for the living, 

i'll be heading 

out that way anyway 

to recoup the day. 


ERSTWHILE LOCKED JAW 


what's contained 
in everything 

is everything else 
SO you can say 
shoe 

and imply 
Planet 51 

or say basketball 
and imply 
seventy seven 
or say radio 

and imply 
cantaloupe 

or say Steven 
and imply 

poplar 

or say ouch 

and imply 
hallway 

or say reach 

and imply 
tobacco 

and all this 

can be done 
with your head 
under water 
protected 

in a cage 

from hungry sharks 


greg evason 


gilberto espinosa 


verbs 


there 
are 
verbs 
im 
afraid 
to. 


jesse huisken 


conventional 


it's an example 
of our art 


it’s the best example 
of our art 
(shows markings on Paper) 


(human fingers 
as thin as hairs) 


a serious work of literature need never be written again 
a series of literature 
a literature series 


best of seven 


kevin thurston 


steve mcormond 


Haste 


The chicken dances away, having mislaid 
its head in the dust near the chopping block. 


[manifesto de nada] 


i want a poetics of sleeping in / i want a poetics of seriously disciplined rigorous 
indolence / i want a poetics of chance and fortuitous accident / i want a poetics 
of long walks / i want a poetics of delineated ontology like the unfolding of a 
menu with good appetite / i want a poetics of skin meat and bone / i want a 
poetics of metaphysics without using the word soul 


i want a poetics of sense like the smell of patchouli among a crowd of friends 
gathered in golden gate park / i want a poetics of catcalls and playing the dozens 
/ i want a poetics of the word / i want a poetics of lipsmack and fingerlick / i 
want a poetics of fucking / i want a poetics of a frame of film / i want a poetics 
of ribcracking bearhugs / i want a poetics of the workweek and the weekend / i 
want a poetics of collapsed time in evidence that existence is solely in the 
present / i want a poetics of memory and anticipation so that the present is 
never forgotten 


i want a poetics of men with women of women with women of men with men of 
women with men / i want a poetics of shit / i want a poetics of alchemy just as 
rimbaud envisioned it / i want a poetics of irony like the ironing of clothes for the 
workday / i want a poetics of gutbusting laughter / i want a poetics of film 
criticism / i want a poetics of death / i want a poetics of wide-eyed unbelief / i 
want a poetics of fuck you / i want a poetics of the middle-finger / i want a 
poetics of the street corner and the office cubicle / i want a poetics of arrivals 
from over there 


i want a poetics of sex in language / i want a poetics of life into life and death 
into death just as rene char wanted / i want a poetics of the elegant equation / i 
want a poetics of many englishes / i want a poetics of hard numbers / i want a 
poetics of the kind spicer wanted to use real lemons when writing his letters to 
lorca / i want a poetics of the word lemon 


richard lopez 


Humidor wisdom 


Giant people boat dwellers, 
personals on the listserv, 
embarrassment to work on 
the sine qua non. 


Sulphur light, 

radical box of ear utensils. 

No tax day here at the pharmacy. 
Women will shave their legs 

like it’s no one’s business. 


Pretty pieces for antennae, 
danglers cast huge shadows 
in the night bedroom. 


Not feeling too golden, 

the rug is right out the gate. 

Happy go lucky mistaken disciples 
behind the open structure, 

where amoebas float in fruit cocktail. 


Screaming, we believe in Happy Hour! 

The videos hold no gold. Lotteries 

in the back of the bar, eye bags 

drooping in the racket of demographic music, 
or glasses chattering across the counter. 

Slip through their own condensation. 


You've got raccoons, 

they go down like airbags 

after midnight, I mean, they're 

just looking for handouts like all the rest 
of the gassy infants or elders. 


Men with moustaches but no topsoil 
bite into dripping hot dogs, 
checking out the foreign transmissions. 


We return our heroes 

and gasp at the shiny glass. 

It's creaking on the satellite; 

or humidor wisdom says liquor 
is carded again on Wednesdays. 


alice burdick 


gustave morin 


to whet 
yr. 
unwell read 
whistle 
stop 


motion 





samuel andreyev 


talking about triangles, and lotion! 
funny thing since this revolution, 
this revo uncontrollable lotion! 
yelping like animals into 
an uncontrollable deluge 
of lotion selling! 
like animals into 
cupboards bare but for 
these furry green triangles 


lotion being sold!! 
the selling of lotion!!! 
we're selling lotion here and 
we can't stop and no one 
can stop us! 
well, the cupboard. Empty, but 
the exact number 
is impossible to count 
because the triangles keep changing 
but there was this rev there’s 
lotion to be sold!! 


Hurry 


Lean on trees, monster 
of hurricanes, hot breath through the air 
where the roof fell. 


Man fools with the rod 

of the flag, hanging it out 
near pizza. People walk 
and chew white old steamy 
hot dogs, before the meat 
gets them in the nuts. 

Say: I want to know 


alice burdick 


francis raven 


Delight Makes it Quite a Bit More Difficult 


Slipped vents 
ideal watch 
sign base 


a deal splitting from the floor 
receipts on the mantel 


folded soap 
characterizing this ethos 


whatever blossoms bells break 
make sure they’re on the side of liberty 


brick rim, salvaged hosts, pansy trim 
I might be not much at most 
but what do your old cars have in common? 


ON THE NAMES 
OF THE FOUR 
HORIZONS 


Visible, 
apparent. 


Sensible, 
astronomical. 


Celestial, 
true. 

ON THE HABITS OF CAVES 

You stand by the pump behind the wood shed 

where yesterday an owl swept up a kitten. 


And the mattress you threw into the Mississippi 
drifts towards the shopping cart and the tire. 


jon cone jon cone 


francis raven 


Delight Makes it Quite a Bit More Difficult 


Slipped vents 
ideal watch 
sign base 


a deal splitting from the floor 
receipts on the mantel 


folded soap 
characterizing this ethos 


whatever blossoms bells break 
make sure they’re on the side of liberty 


brick rim, salvaged hosts, pansy trim 
I might be not much at most 
but what do your old cars have in common? 


ON THE NAMES 
OF THE FOUR 
HORIZONS 


Visible, 
apparent. 


Sensible, 
astronomical. 


Celestial, 
true. 

ON THE HABITS OF CAVES 

You stand by the pump behind the wood shed 

where yesterday an owl swept up a kitten. 


And the mattress you threw into the Mississippi 
drifts towards the shopping cart and the tire. 


jon cone jon cone 


jesse huisken 


francis raven 


going to listen 
to the smoking 
competition 


holes appear in sweater 
still buying flowers 


miniature sparkles 
coming down 
on impossible family 


art eliminated 
from apartment 


Droll Tone Makes It Hard To Care Either Way 


Who was the latest? Who was the last? 
Pull Pull Pull the shampoo down. 

Your dandruff is living off our relationship. 
Quote Unquote was the latest. 

Trash was the last. 


I can make a CD look new after it’s been battered. 


held effects back 
until they were no longer relevant 


it went well 
wearing goggles into it 


riding the streams of liquid metal 

all that occupied the stage was a tarantula and some iridescent balloons 
and the 

sailboat came closer to shore blaring music 


jesse huisken 


arthur cravan 


CLASS WARFARE 
for 
oia echo elie roldan 


ruling class 


unruly class 


Michael Holmes' moves 


when wanted to ask, he did not 
lift the chair gently, a car line 
on the interstate; took it 
ringside, ribcage, out 


a sonnet pounds to senseless ask 
in a dream-crazed burn, this 
high-flying strut in a cage his many 
muscled forebears were to close 


across hotel lobbies numbered name 

forgot, a flagless limb sly bubble 

slamming headfirst hate into that damn good 
he satellite meticulous, & dishes blows 


free-standing real a titled win 
an inky mark for every loss, a limb 


rob mclennan 
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kart bakker 


fhole number 9 aug 2006 100 copies 


And the most sensitive are 
the liars and the tyrants 


judith copithorne 


8 park road/ #3302 toronto ontario canada / m4w 385 issue 10 will be printed nov 2006 
tholepoems at gmail dot com fhole.blogspot.com 








john уу. macdonald 


alexander jorgensen 


TbT HIMALAYA and SMURFLAND NEWS 


Three km up from the valley, a zigzag of narrow paths and long drop to ravine 
below, donkeys and people utilized as pack-animal—that's three km—and | 
receive this survey from an American girl asking me about ecotourism, and | tell 
her before one worries about all those middle class kids coming over, mostly 
girls, young women, but old ones too, and having their jungle sex, noblesse 
savage, well how about doing something about the local pollution affecting 
Himalaya’s mountainsides, problems of poverty and de facto prostitution, basic 
hygiene, and we finally moved my friend. 


Tibetans are more like Indians than Chinese, or should | say, Han, their culture 
from earliest times seeking nourishment from India, and Tibet's historical location 
and culture being one where much was left alone, as one might say. And they 
certainly are more American, or Western, for their sense of individualism. And 
among these breathtaking cliffs and clouds, where the moon is often shielded by 
rock, and hawks circle round and round and round, as if bound by thread to a 
mobile, liberty, one could argue, should start here. 


Six million people, no more, could become extinct, extinction is a terrible word, 
and as swiftly as the Chinese did to the Manchu, or are trying in Xingjiang 
(Turkestan, as its called by occupied locals). And it's the government that 
licenses writers to write, authorizes their very existence, or jails them, kills them. 
There is little word of what atrocities are endured outside those individuals who 
make the heroic journey across the border into neighboring countries. 


It's hot, traffic jams in Shangri-La, as well-to-do westerners pass through looking 
for redemption, little regard for Tibetans here, a handicraft economy developing 
and based on serving the leisure class, and a little girl lost her leg today and | 
sloshed through her blood, all the while black Indians pointing at me, and | 
waved, their hands no more than stubs of fingers lost in clan wars. 


arthur cravan david fujino 


“throw yr children away!” 

a fungus is on their tongue 

“A FUNGUS” is on their tongue 
“throw yr children away” 

their future is riddled 


with spores 


pianissimo 
handkerchief 


Nanny Goat Hill 


the creature wanted 
some cake 


laid it out & licked it up 


jennifer books 


Joeylike 


eg a naive importance of ray martin dont 


misread 
psychological vs cultural formation unracialized childhood 
reexamined wrenched from alive joeylike poem for a vote 
against terms anger media sticks has verbatim reflexions 
& 
meaning is to be understood 
or the understanding to a 
semantic 


farce a clackclack stillborn paradoxical usefulness of 
uselessness or the importance 
of labo uras ап effect that 
comment y yn 
inside microphones policy rhetorics conversant 
in huh knock a hush comes 
over the be meant unorthodox 
approaches assert a 
semantic farce a clackclack stillborn egg 
allergies to generative 
someones body life forms of oppression 
fornon rejection of what bends over mr said now weve 
only in honesty only by 
allusion & descendants an 
unracialized childhood reexamined wrenched from me d 
m 
recognition are you on interjection this is not my list 
the 
got out if the meaning is to 
sentimental dissidence 
obfuscation affects rates of conversion that writing 
can be alive 
joeylike ^ transcript has verbatim reflexions & curlicues of style 
inverted nonqueer thin lead imagery 
intolera beg only in 
honesty only by 
bedroom tired outside the sexualized sentimental 
dissidence obfuscation affects rates plate in the 
headt he 
state of tepid flesh containers of knock knock a 
hush comes over 
the dronea the grandiose eg a 
naive bedroom friend bends 
over mr said now weve got q q q love needs grammar ie 
paradoxical usefulness of uselessness or the importance of ray 
martin dont misread psychological 


michael farrell 





jeremy mcleod 


incoming searches 32b 


drink in your system 
soulfly wings 


put our hands up in the air 
for brother 


i think they like me 
upward and over the mountain 


when spirits rise 
ghost in the shell 


final fantasy 
lady hear me tonight mojo 


eighteen visions 
i got over it 


the meices 
mailfrontier 


Sewn 


The bellbirds lift every cut son 

try idiot-rocking has old music bombs. 

If ferns taste cold, ten worms 

after venice are comforting. 

Down over agonised subjects. 

In sleeves evening approaches wonder. 
Have red venison hunks, 

and pop fills to indecency. 

Hair wild dissonant he jerks 

the heavy ink. 

Much fungus trails tenderly real 

a treatment finds bells itchy pumpkin. 
End sobbing, and sunburned staring 
impassively towards crashing trains forever 
why must delays arrive huffing toughing. 
Feverish. 

Bashful, sincere, 

handy with cotton bud use. 

Love never yawns forms hitch trouble 
over you pig. 


michael farrell 


kevin thurston 


& I've smelled a lot of stanky pussy, kevin 
beginning to loose patience 

I just don't have the jargon 

& you can't trust what david in Colorado tells you 


had a dream last night 
of visual poetry made by ghosts and fireflies in woods on 
edges of bluffs over looking Lake Michigan-- 


until later alligators-- 


single limewire incoming searches 


shut up and welcome to my life 
you look good on the dance floor 


david-baptiste chirot 
jeremy mcleod 


jeremy mcleod 


incoming searches 32a 


any minute now 
One Call Away 


superman goldfinger 
one night as i lay on 
traped in the closet 6-10 


kiss me 
life 


big country one in a million 
naked girls 


three mile pilot one step 


you without stone christmass 
rush mp3 


the band has no name | 


get naked 
comin home 


Subject: Cesar Hale 
To: Jack Spicer 


saying 

"Slip out the back, Jack! 
in 1916 I'm unwell." 

He couldn't tell. 


He also saw gooey splatters 
of food on the housecoat. 


You can even have an extra pill 
and water your own ghost 

in a series of overlays like still 
pictures. 


when riffled rapid 

the man who went to Africa 
to catch wild animals 

and who could subdue lions 
by stare. 

What's the difference? 


rob read 


francis raven ross priddle 


A Bundle Of Barricades Backs Beneath Hipster's Bridge 


Escapes form bridges between individual hairs. 
What were you doing between there? 


These planks reward triumphs 
Hacking through grain. 


However saints race, 
There is no honest chase. 


Driveways’ shaved fennel. 
Another Sunday salad. 


phil atelier, this image 
belongs to, how much mail do 
you need, famous profile, 
memory says, it’s never too late 
for art, dit for data, your 
name obliterated, you will 
hear, regret not acting, 

act not regretting, outside 
indicator, insta-instead, 
outvoice, fwd esp, if the 

box fits, similar hands, 
dimention, what price mail, 
insta-bility, share now, 

call yourself, zip tang, 


niceness wars 
acceptance brokers 
affiliation condons 
cults of suspicion 


judith copithorne 


BLOOMER LUST 


there was shit 

all over the walls 

in the bathroom 

in the mental hospital 
and everyone knew 


who did it 


ESSAY 


So judge them harshly in this present age, in your freedom and ease, 
in the devouring distance time provides all delinquent beneficiaries. 


greg evason 


jon cone 


DECADES 


life develops lumps 
and waddles off 
to die 


somewhere 


greg evason 


ryan bird 


Dashing The Disco Helmet 


I was there on the midnight that hyperbole ran amok 
and tore off disco’s bicycle helmet. I was hiding there, 
between the anthills, when the molded plastic and 
foamy insulation were dashed to the pavement. I was 
there when the helmet splintered like a baked clam, 
and steam slipped from it like a sigh. My jawbone 
was agape. My tongue slapped against my cleft-chin, 
like a safety strap on the cracked sidewalk curb. 


Subject: Hey man, you ever try pheromones? 
To: Billy the Brokeback Kid 


billy you 
eyelash me, 


nebraska astride . 


paulo you 
remnant me, 


demise . takeoff 
you sistine me, rightful . 


neophyte me, 
sacrifice 


you joust me, 
railroad sourberry . 


adjourn . 
you 
sedimentary 


me, 


whelp symbolic . 


rob read 


гой геаа 


Subject: GAIN UP TO 2-3 INCHES 
To: first nations peoples of northern ontario 
From: Misty Holder 


dick burnt, 
spread and hide 
brighten obeisant. 


potentiometer corps 
bombproof spools 
mawkish decrees 
applause. 


weyerhauser, you push me. 
inconspicuous northern garish spinster 
hydrochloric scurry and peculate 

your effloresce crease 

ascends your bedside blizzard 
anchovy henchmen uplift 

antistemitic 

youreyeswellofyou. 


SUPER FLUID BABY LIONS 


inimical carnal entities 

that the baby lions have in them 
all of me senses an ill rondo 
all of the tears reggae by 


according to the ditty 
an ocean queen mambas to a dulcimer’s 
maria icon — fellas elaborate 


DJ's lost track of the fiesta 
lost a banjo and a trumpet 

It’s ok! on these verdure sauces 
the music that elevates us 
poignant doors to the veranda 


lynn тссіогу 
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22 
yoothrunménugame your cellphone 
ThatgaigitImyi teyoútothon...thon..thon...thongs 
askyRbihacNacinia whatshéhe real true story 
матат eh uld fiewcloserbuzzes in your ear 
тей асас as thing оп уа 
сіка у our Sovétysuppose to 
shar the pos weuenekddgdrthug like I. 
Girl, let me show ya 
Ichörasin you to a woman from a child 
ybodeytwoyld you be mine? (would you be mine?) 
саны ТГ зет С (Say would you be mine?) 
Shorty и you be mine? 
SäyHnould.you be mine? (would you be mine?) 
Say would you be mine? (Would you be mine?) 
Whogopnaobtdakod thdomine? 
we gonna break it down 
shørskosbørmyysdyyonubd wónuePe(wónéd you be mine?) 
$£ahowdy) å dnne AE ae mig тов be mine?) 
Shorty ,whotdyysaybwomideyou be mine? 
<showay] degbyusbertynadutdoydd peumbeeiti ne?) 
Say would Т” be mine? (would you be mine?) 
“Кегее would you be mine? 
I'm not gonna leave ya 
fværsetid cheata 
А neåfkbrehlertyowodedeyverbe mine? 
Thwaknabbetwyauyall the time 
мом shomyyspesdddyau be mine? 
dbmoughshardthâmplone and 1'11 be damned if I hit redial 
Eaaneyouhhåatmas, Hera o йы ‚even Valentines 
Goodyérotodhy &á&dsbeyómd you called I knew you understood 
варудоһафа wompgéhend? 
oct, Mee englanth slow grindin to a slow song 
om ble a i, to а minuteman 
vom etiasséngender 
rewane ылы ыс this Teddy Penda 
whdés pnevyyageokg?baby where you need to be 
Putting ice on ya ring finga, yeah 
[Repeat Chorus] 


found, jessy kendall 
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gustave morin 


divertimento 88, Another Day at Massacre B 





Bets 670/07 + 3º > 
DW + 3P (over s dheomabie objec). — сто. DOB 3 + > 
ОРЛЕ 5B: marte D civi Ч - DFA of 


зе. = a femora hryciuk 











— М 


LUNI SA 
99999999999 8 
3333333 





nico vassilakis 
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david-baptiste chirot for bob cobbing in the snow 





When i was about ten years old and my brother Jed eight, we found 

among the books on shelves in our parents’ living room an Anthology of 
Concrete Poetry. This fascinated us. We took it quite literally--that title. 

We had a lot of concrete blocks collected from various places and began 
making "poems" with them in the backyard, laying them out in various 
arrangements, standing some up, laying some on their sides, having others face 
up, with the open areas exposed. These variations could be construed as 
"letters" or "punctuation marks" or even "characters" a la Chinese. 


We passed many happy hours moving the blocks around making these poems. 
To this day i find myself "reading" concrete blocks concrete sidewalks and roads 
and buildings with cracks and holes and shattered shards as poems. 


I get a kick out of that old hardboiled phrase, "the concrete jungle"--think of it 
walking around cities, imagining all those concrete blocks and streets flowering 
into Douanier Rousseau jungle scenes. 


Wherever there is concrete there are concrete poems to be found. 


A bag of concrete, before mixing--atomic/chemical elements of what is to 
become the concrete poetry materials-- (the latent dna/sperm & egg 
etc--seeds--) 


The concrete mixer truck--the giant intercourse with water and 
womb of concrete poetry--!! 


The pouring of the concrete--primal flowing forth of the oozing 
fecundity from which the elements of poetry will be formed-- 


Watching children and others lay their hands and write their 
names in the fresh concrete of newly poured sidewalks . . . 


Watching not only the construction of concrete poems--but 

their destruction--the fragmentation of letterings and phrases--stripping away 

of layering of palimpsests--revelations of the granules and dust making 

up the hard surfaces and masses--these being re-mixed, now with rain 
water--forming concrete-muds----runoffs--leaving deposits---an archaeological 
taphonomies of the concrete journey's arcing passage through human hands and 
their machines-- 


Depending on how small or large the stages of any section of 


this one makes use of in a poem--anything from the most minimal--to an 
epic--going on all around one-- 


david-baptiste chirot 
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ve morin 


phil primeau 


Baby Blue 


When you stuck 
your hole through 
the tunnel 

of flesh 
did you think 
it would disappear 
completely? 


now you walk 
spindles from 
house on the hill 
to clinic 
thinking translucent. 


a baby 

isn't 
a bruise 

is it? 


a baby paddles 
softly 
through stomach. 


a baby plugs in, 
closes hot circuits 
& lights up. (right?) 


the city lifts 
behind you — 

all 
Providence 
lifts 


& you're thinking 
. . What? 


of naps with pills 

at each end? of showers? 

of a clean reflection? 

of your lullaby school uniform? 


tonight the ceiling tiles 
are counted & numbered 
(repeat) 


tonight the ceiling tiles 
are counted & numbered 


while you dwindle 

in the warmth 

of another body 

which drops as 

a shapely penny 

into the grasp 

of a bird the size 

of my thumb 

never to be seen 
again. 


elizabeth bachinsky 


Gazers 


And now all the neighbourhood students are drinking 
expensive-ish beer on their balconies thinking of the javelin 
toss love can be ( at any age, but especially) when you're 
young and wearing carefully purchased footwear and 
accessories. One girl thinks one day I wont remember this 
balcony...like tomorrow, while another's sure she's met 

her future husband, an MBA from San Francisco and, dear 
god, what's he doing in Canada what a boon for the dating 
community (he’s straight I mean thank god...) while the next- 
door neighbours lay in bed and wonder if it isn’t time 

to move out to the suburbs, maybe get a chunk of property, 
have a kid. Trade one noise for another. 


It's not that living in a city seems superfluous when you're 

in it, but only that it is superfluous when you are out of it 
and conversation’s lacking everywhere in the end. Consider 
this cluster of stargazer lilies. Seven blossoms for two dollars 
at a Chinese grocery, but their perfume’s too heady for such 
a small room. It's four a.m. and the clubs are turning out 
their young. Shame to put the blossoms on the balcony. 


slander 


a butterfly 
lands on 

a rubik's cube 
& it explodes 


gustave morin 


епс yost 


Poetry Reading at Bryant Park 


On a napkin of grass by concrete trees, 
five hundred people squat and tumble 
so a bunch of titans can grab their skulls 
and toss them up the way they like it, 
snappy in sunlight, with lawn chairs 

as rocket packs or false coffins. 


Nobody hears what they're saying: It's too beautiful. 
Their words can't hurt the ruling cash register 
and so nobody has to be shot or re-educated. 


Blasphemers relax with leashed animals; 
only the truly cool, hiding, wear less. 


OBLIGATORY PORNOGRAPHY 


From where she was standing she could see 

the boys were watching her and had been watching her 

for most of the night it seemed as if there were a secret 

between them which she attributed to the fact they were 

boys she felt especially lovely in her polka-dotted 

skirt and socks and had been sad for four days since 

her father had left home to discover his personal financial 

power with an even lovelier telemarketer from Winnipeg. 
Such a Lonely! 

One boy put a hand on her leg; one boy put his hand 

in her hair; one boy kissed her mouth; one boy kissed 

her neck; one boy put his hand inside her blouse; 

one boy kissed her ear; one boy smoothed her sweater; 

one boy pulled her ribbon; one boy rocked her 

in his arms, one boy lifted her; one boy pulled her 

mouth; one boy opened her. What a lark! Twenty 

cocks shuttling under the white spot so white it was like 

blinding white light as twenty tongues and two hundred 

fingers found their pleasure at once she woke beneath the goal 

posts. She could feel the close-clipped lawn was cool 

beneath her cheek. 


elizabeth bachinsky 


clint burnham 


Hot chicks think I’m drunk 


I got one more a those 

bottle babies told you so’s 
to put to bed so-and-so 
Harold’s interminable silent 

talk quietly 

don’t use your hands 

so much 

would have to figure out 

how to continue 

in a way appropriate to today 

hedge of the ass 

recuperation 

possibility 
moment/movement/monument 

moan meant 

Freud or told a story 

Tolstoy take 

your pick “em 

upside down balloons in a dusty corner 
article schmarticle 

ventilation jack off HVAC 


tin banger 

sparks = wire puller 

structure of smoking 

Neil Young as Hindi filmi 

lum, um, rum, um, lumber, limber, lumberjack 
luminescent Back in the 80s, 

the two photos I believed in montage 
were under the tapes speak, memory stick! 


mein kempf as unread Wolf milk 
I always wanted to do 

a chase scene across 

the face of Gassy Jack 

with a strap-on 

‚ Colin Smith, an ex-con 

with white power tats 
weather a swatch on 

his aryan bro we readily 
excused cuz of Prism 

freeze your ass off tour '79 
hairy treeze 

neandrethal by North Western 
toque torque anti etc. 
fairdealing user rights 


dint burnham 


fall into the it depends 

category where is the LP? 

what do you think of Costello 

in the park looking for beaver 
cultural crimes dating a Vancouver island chick 
I never think on a room full 

of men in tender overcoats and hats 
swapping headgear and goats 
then standing again still again 

the pop art look of a car sinking 
the marine corps swagger stick 
john yuzdepski had in grade eight 
step mother as voyeur to 

fairy tale children awaking 

a guilty update 

rehab or meth lab 

а son is a poor 

substitute 

for a teacher 

I'm not a chip off the chap 

to worry a woman's whose 

fond of me reflected 

street scene in aquarium 

fish swims over 

bus, murderer's head 

hand-held 


He appropriates approaches 

a busy carver, construction his trans 
translator the inter- 

section square into a 

rhomboid 

time of surprises, 

punctual emotions 

which isn't a explanatory 

state of being, just purely towards 

like a planet in space well being 

in love tense experience apologetic 

loo? aren't very positive of even 

lieu? ly, acknowledged of shame, 

of which has never state of a dishonoured, 
faded over the years well-being very cheaply 
even though past remorseful, also love 

my true pure feelings of love from which, 
deeply re-up, erupt with wasteful 

love that can't be contained certainly has a 


clint burnham 


explained, well, I clasp certain 
sures the fuck can’t between us. 
kow-towing knowingly 

the fucker’s obfuscating 

the obstruction I can’t 

abstain from objecting 

skating on thin decks 

knowingly without a pongo’s 
doug doubt the person must kpong 
truly know my feelings Lee 
towards her or even among this word 
us it’s fairly obvious was produced 


knowing that to recognize itself 
don’t apologise let’s get it done 


what are the “hard questions” open soft 


house of haida basketball 
nuakaws longhouse hoodies 
I’ve done the best of interventions 
self mockery scissorlift is 
scissorhold is stripping 

tripped off my coat you 

can’t walk around making 
amends with a list of your 
crimes in front of you. breaking 
models in labrador in 1973, 
drinking like a spanish 

water buffalo not in mixed 
company a man likes 

counting his own money 


hey it’s full 

mountie not 

the mark, mountie 
that fooling around 
fully running aground 
feeling you get 
reading to your kid 
doing voices 

stop mid-rictus 

he’s asleep 

you were performing 
for an absent 
audience, but 

still performing 


axis 
there's an 


F 


axis &aU 


х 
i 
5 


steve dalachinsky 


elizabeth bachinsky 


AUDITION 


Happiness where are you? I haven't got a clue. 
— Eytan Mirsky 


Gina—pretty, thirty-two, and who wears a lot of black, not 
because she is in mourning but because she’s got nothing else 
to wear—has started making love with a boy of nineteen on 

a semi-regular basis, a practice she finds vastly rewarding 
although occasionally problematic, which is not to say the boy 
hasn’t demonstrated a remarkable learning curve. 


Elephants, having been hunted into near extinction, paint! 
Sometimes better than people! 


This one time, Gina’s boy (trapped in an elevator) thought: 

I'm trapped т an elevator. You hear stories like this and never believe them. 
The elevator rose thirty-six floors at an astonishing speed before 

he hit the emergency button which, to his surprise brought him 

obediently, politely, to the ground floor. He walked right out. 


ROOM BLOWING FEATHERS EVERY WHERE 
he listens to the dog barking 


and he gets angrier and angrier 
because people are idiots 


greg evason 


phil primeau 


Day by Day 


Sneakers make bird couples 
across telephones 


each brick pulls 
a breath in summer 


I count objects & 
calculate distance 


(familiar arithmetic 


afternoon disappears 
again 


through a window... 


CONVOCATION 


What's not to like she’s got time for this 

is a picture of you had better run take a Tylenol 

an Asperin an Advil or some other branded pain 
killer please she’s pleased to be here thankyou 
thankyou thankyou and now she'll take a bow. 

If you don't mind over matter well nothing really 
matters anyway she's a freakish weather always gets 
her downtown the lesbian community is eating itself 
out of existence eventually everyone will have 

an STD so what's the difference anyway. Classic 
interlocutory parenthetical aside, (I say whoa there, 
friend, unless you've got your key I just can't let 
you in). Look, eventually, language became a get 
over it under it couldn't so deep she get around 

she wall it so wide. I'm [frustrated], she replied 
sardonically. Kindled a fire with the delicate 

hairs of a coconut husk, learned to blow in such 

a way as to ignite only what needed ignition. 


elizabeth bachinsky 


WE LIVE IN A SOCIETY 


birds bang into our windows 
and fall to the ground 

dead 

I wash these windows of hope 
surrounded by poems 
pouring out of my ears 

and I sleep 

in a cartons of dung 

with feathers 

as large as lions 

growing out my butt 

as she 

inside her incarnadine splendour 
walks up 

and down 

the stairs 

in search of wisdom 

as the roads 

in suburbia 

are expanding 

from two lanes 

to three lanes 

symbolizing that 

next to nothing 

is something 

and something’s 

a lot better 

than nothing 


and so he goes on and on and... 


greg evason 


david fujino 


obvious 


npe 


pnb 
rtr 
fll 
net 


ter 


Love 
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torched village anthology 


every public pronouncement is desperate and this one will be no different. we are here today to rip open a 
new window and to shut a final door. today it is our birthday and this is our birthday party -- you’ve all 
been invited, thank you kindly for your attendance. the action you are about to witness is our very own 
present to ourselves. in lieu of a birthday cake, we’ve prepared the following memo addressed to those of 
our blacklisters here assembled in symbolic effigy. we are here to light their candles, make a wish and then 
to snuff those candles out... ATTENTAT! hypnotised by your own meaningless self-righteousness, you 
who have seen fit to slur and to smear and to slander our good names, you who have seen fit to develop 
policy engineered to silence and to squelch and to squash those voices which refuse to comply with the 
demands of your corrosive conformity, yes YOU who would see fit to compromise our legitimacy through 
lies, who would ostracize and despise, you who have visited a grave injustice upon us are now greeted with 
this long overdue reckoning. when there is no justice there can be no peace. we are here to tell you that 
your brand of rough injustice run amok has precipitated significant hurt in our lives and this very hurt has 
put us on the offensive ideologically. this is our responce. when you dragged us into your confused, 
muddled metaphor, little did you know that one day we would be forced to drag you into our own lucid 
exuberant metaphor. here we are: today is that day; welcome to our metaphor. this is the picture of your 
scorn returned to you. this is your misguided zeal and kid-glove brutality boomeranging back. this is your 
venom revisited upon you a thousandfold. when you attempted to torture us with your judgment, did you 
really think for a moment that your cheapjack office would be recognised? we find that your kangaroo 
court’s ethic of censure has all along been the only crime. we find you all guilty of arresting our momentum 
and molesting our grandeur. we find your standards of acceptability unacceptable. for every unparlimentary 
action there is an equal and opposite unparlimentary reaction, and this, our torched village anthology, is 
how we’ve chosen to echo your attack. since your idea of community is rigid and does not include our idea 
of community, this is the part of the saga where we defect, free of your clutches, for once and for all, and in 
so doing, finally get the satisfaction that is our due. we may not be right but we are not wrong... better a bad 
attitude than a fad platitude... in the future, you might do well to learn that a sharp tongue cut becomes a 
forked tongue that does all the cutting. if, in the future, we can no longer take any pleasure in what we do, 
this will be because of the choice that we have made and not because you made that choice for us... we will 
roar when we want.... before your final judgment is carried out we would here like to remind you of what 
our good comrade georges bataille had to say about the dual process of catharsis and exorcism. he said, 
“sacrifice is nothing other than the production of sacred things.” consider yourselves hereby reprocessed 
from the vapid irrelevancy of your many violations to the burning profundity of our sweet revenge. good 
bye. 


::: corresponding text to an incendiary action executed on october 26th 2006, in buffalo, new york ::: 
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greg evason 


Dimwit, 
ou're gone from my life. You're not here. Go fuck yourself "cause I 
| know you don't need me. I hurt. I'm stupid. 


ester begins t^ break out of the prison of her mind when 
to do • "0-р top, situug on a si. hers- tamaina whatever 
pem, gives an overall picture of a person straind Jo 
elf bigger and high e realt;it 
ment! 
e Mu 
es to mind.) contracted, rigid, lower half blocks 
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сап jd contem Pt ive me a chance to | 
find out who yo 
his is a plea. 
my ‘A’. But my body ў 
y, ШЫЙ comes and my body goes crazy. I stick my third finge 
оша pick up sq 
are relief, 


ester tells DIM 

ording_ta. Hawthorne, as soon as HeHeart disease syphilis pregnan 
Well tell me what excites me :o break up (this is why er $ 

| focus yofimportantire о ол - апа 

Well tell me what! and ” 

I got nowhere ү to ' 

There's no w'f-" — 

Every time Б^: 
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„a o14. LOU are pursuing 
desires and your own desires are BORING. 


бумом 06 
Dear Dimwit, I WANT TO LEARN. 
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OF THE EXTINCTION 


Mesopotamian  tyrannicals oppressions without 
number odious frieze of cold inhumanities 
heartless cruelties your decay your crumbling 
your insidious disintegration the shattered 
tablets of the decrees of Suppiluliumas in the 
forgotten ruins of the palace. Bitter winds 
from the north sweep down in the savage 
winter while in the summer the gnarled walls 
are scorched by a relentless sun. Gone now, 
all gone and the genes of the people are 
subsumed by those of the conquerors. Oh! 
Land of the Hittites sunk into the endless dust. 
Mesopotamian tyrannicals oppressions without 
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Land of the Hittites sunk into the ава dust. 
Mesopotamian tyrannicals oppressions without 
number odious frieze of cold inhumanities 
heartless cruelties your decay your crumbling 
your insidious’ disintegration the shattered 
tablets of the decrees of зириншашан in the 

= = Bitter winds 
1 the savage 
gnarled walls 
Эй. Gone now, 
all gone and the genes “cre people are 
subsumed by those of the conquerors. Oh! 
Land of the Hittites sunk into the endless dust. 
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Outsource valency elbow pleads 
E happens flake discover brake 
way if sink Opaque solace 
the minuet anvil E 
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а smile sense 
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“f” From Three - Letter Words 


fab feb fib fob fub 
fac fec fic foc fuc 
fad fed fid fod fud 
fag feg fig fog fug 
fah feh fih foh fuh 
Ға) fej fij foj fuj 

fak fek fik fok fuk 
fal fel fil fol ful 

fam fem fim fom fum 
fan fen fin fon fun 
fap fep fip fop fup 
faq feq fiq foq fuq 
far fer fir for fur 

fas fes fis fos fus 

fat fet fit fot fut 

fav fev fiv fov fuv 
faw few fiw fow fuw 
fax fex fix fox fux 
fay fey fiy foy fuy 


faz fez fiz foz fuz 


at was 
was af 
it was 
was if 
at was 
was at 
it was 
was if 
at was 
was at 
it was 
was if 
at was 
was at 
it was 
was it 
at was 
was at 
it was 
was if 


it was 
was if 
at was 
was at 
it was 
was if 
at was 
was at 
it was 
was if 
at was 
was: at 
it was 
was ії 
ar was 
was at 
if was 
was it 
at was 
was af 
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if was 
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at was 
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was it 
ar was 
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it was 
was ії 
at was 
was. af 
it was 
was if 
at was 
was at 
it was 


jim leftwich 


was at 
if was 
was if 
at was 
was at 
it was 
was it 
at was 
was at 
it was 
was if 
at was 
was at 
it was 
was it 
at was 
was at 
if was 
was if 
at was 


was if 
ОТ was 
was at 
it was 
was if 
at was 
was at 
it was 
was it 
ar was 
was at 
it was 
was if 
at was 
was at 
it was 
was if 
at was 
was at 
it was 
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haiku-vu 32. 


bum the christ 
stone wheel 


onto rounded rump 
& cleft of knotted tongue. / 


ear or era.. 





nie ү | (lle 


guy г. beining 
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Robert Palmer's "Simply Irresistible" is a canonical example of complex 
popular entertainment. It is one of the most ferocious displays of human 
lust ever sold. The sound of Eddie Martinez' guitar is like a chiseled 
diamond from an African well. There are few singles in the history of the 
form which carry so much credibility of greatness. The entire Heavy Nova 
album is like a music lover's fantasy. When I listen to Robert Palmer's 
"Simply Irresistible" I know that life is everywhere and the globe will be 
united. The substance of art is returned to the world in this pinnacle 
achievment. It was not just Hollywood and Vine who partied a cheer in 
1988. It was the entire seven continents uproariously celebrating the 
sound of a lifetime. 


jon leon 


The Minutes 


Let's begin: graduate students 
in Poetics at SUNY-Buffalo give 
awful blow-jobs; they have 
no sense of rhythm 

these ladies (please read 
Derek Attridge's The Rhythms 
of English Poetry). 

There is always a case 

to be made. The most misused 
word in the language: 
Sublime (adolescent sublime; 
Capitalist sublime; urban 
sublime; Pittsburgh Steelers 
sublime; Brazilian wax 
sublime; sublime sublime.) 
The trouble with sincerity 

is the trouble with everything. 
The Lord our Savior was 

a mediocre sonneteer at best, 
as any formal study of 

Jones Very's Collected Poems 
makes clear. I have nothing 

to add; I have nothing to add 
to I have nothing to add. 
Everyone always thinks he 

is the exception to 

the rule; but not I. In this, I 
am the exception to the 

rule. [Insert your hip anti- 

war slogan here.] Quote. Hey, 
go fuck yourself. Unquote. 
#37 on my list of 100 things 
Icould do without: poems 
about getting your first period. 
New evidence suggests that 
Saint Augustine toyed with 
the idea of titling Book Three 
of his Confessions 

"What happens in Carthage 
stays in Carthage." 

On this day in history 

the stars were shining bright 
on somebody. Meeting adjourned. 


alessanrdro porco 


fhole strumm 


the behemoth 
‘over the be meant unorthodox' 
mass sieve or 
the doors' oral 
doctoral thesis is but a donor 
for slivers that he be 
moth 
or 
even more clarified 
hell yes fires some with that 
phoenician who's mad with dry 
dock epoxy 
shades a plexi-phlox 
lepidopteric blue 
acon 
do it 
meant for 
the mentor d'oak in 
tuit 


shun oath it 
palimpcysts stigmata 

me conjur glue 

junipers on the silted plain 
virginia 

sniffed right to 

the quick 

sylpher 


-on a string from 'joeylike' by Michael Farrel published in fhole number 9 


marshall hryciuk 


kevin thurston 
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Reading Bradley via Spicer 


While reading admonitions 

| keep thinking 

it isn’t his fault, but his being 
Influenced 


that’s where the 

First White Girl to Give a Blowjob flows 
from 

add to that, E!’s 

The Girls Next Door 


He must hate that girl who 
speaks of black culture 
with a 

by-goosh 

by-golly 

look 


You Cough (The Elegiac Zukunft Remix) 
after Kurt Schwitters 


Doze ghost 
breach sick bomb, 


Wild is night 
in dares 
gone. 


Days 
selected light 
I'm gone, 


As brick daze 
you cough and 


kevin thurston 


alessanrdro porco 


Reading Bradley via Spicer 


While reading admonitions 

| keep thinking 

it isn't his fault, but his being 
Influenced 


that’s where the 

First White Girl to Give a Blowjob flows 
from 

add to that, E!'s 

The Girls Next Door 


He must hate that girl who 
speaks of black culture 
with a 

by-goosh 

by-golly 

look 


You Cough (The Elegiac Zukunft Remix) 
after Kurt Schwitters 


Doze ghost 
breach sick bomb, 


Wild is night 
in dares 
gone. 


Days 
selected light 
I'm gone, 


As brick daze 
you cough and 


iron deficiency treatments make you shit black 


it's the mariachi xmas carols 

n the mellow sax for the holidays 
hustling beavers in department store 
that makes my voice catch n rasp like every 
other i am 

no different 

from every squirmer fuck 

with a pen or laptop to document despair 
n register complaint with pathetic 

I,s regurgitating a pretend 

lino n superswiffer 

disinfected text 

i'm sorry to be 

the same as you cunts 

snivelling behind language 

as if it could shield or cut 

throats when necessary 

as if the vaseline lens on the sax 

player were actually something to laugh at 
rather than be horrified by 

it's because we better for mocking 

heart crapped out and sold 

by writing langpo when I feel emo 

this xmas i shit where i live 

give poetry or leave it 

whimpering in a basket on a doorstep 


frances kruk 


Victory їп a Doorframe 


The ancients are always aflame — 

Something to do with time and space, 

Their minds cool to the touch 

Are often welcoming, human, and strong 
While their bodies, ragged, drenched 

In substance, the firmament of lust or dreams 
And verses only the most dedicated 

Of lives can produce, stumble about 

Saying the darnedest things 


Uncomfortable, isn’t it? That it is 
Something one can achieve. 


To what attitudes have these 

Young poets have climbed — 

Up here the coleman produces 

A weak flame, takes hours to boil water, 
Won't produce, can't sustain. 

It's true, we might all starve, yet, isn't 
The view lovely? We can see stars, 
And the clouds and the sky contain 

A history of artifact that reigns down 
On some distant valley we can all see 
Vaguely, smothered in nostalgia 


At the end of the valley 

At the small end of a telescope 

In the frame of a door that opens backward 
An old poet adjusts his teeth, readies himself 
Takes out his teeth, puts them in again 
Remains motionless, and yet remains 


jay millar 





pink and blue 


clouds are breaking up on the western horizon 
pink tones to the sun's side 

the first things i remember about you 
nonchalant hips 

and that you agreed 

clouds could be sometimes described as pink 
then all of those dimples 

squinting out the laughter 

with your eyes wide open 

and i guess the tryst 

i was six hours late for 

having sex anyway and being asked 

what colour my eyes were exactly -"blue 

and they're my best feature" 

i stammered 

who was to learn of your ‘little lungs’ 

thay my first kiss made you woozy 

that і was to be the 'transition-guy' 

out of married life to the singles world 

when someone asked what would be an essential 
American season-word for haiku and i said 
"дип only not really a kigo 

because they use them every day 

all year round" Canadians glaring at me 
Americans staring at the floor 

no more answers you making the only sound 
in the room giggling and i couldn't see 

where your dimples were 


i needed someone who had a face 

with a view (and you even thought 

David Byrne was a riot) who looked 
better outside than in 

and best in bed 

where the sudden shock of nudity 
brought you to me 

gone platinum and soft comely and blue 
like the sky stirring not quite 

trembling when my hands moved over you 
and my limbs 


now i say you're not American 

but my wife "who's from New York 
so only the best might до" 

now residing in Canada 

but this former 'Air Canada guy’ 


is no longer 
the Aces having made a mockery 
of the true north air travel themselves 


i can't imagine life without you 

tonight when i lifted my palms 

twirling them and myself from the table 
going Egyptian to a Tori Amos song 

in my best ‘Statue of Anarchy’ imitation 
over the waves 

my hands your laughter 

declaring our only allegiance 

to each other 


marshall hryciuk 








rea nikonova 


middle 
muddle 
(30) 


they 
left 
their 
thirst 
in 


beer 





cans 
scattered 
over 
the 
parking 
lot 
tossing 
memory 
into 
shadows 
& 

up 
against 
walls 
pissed 
on 
remembering 
daisies 
leaning 


guy r. beining 
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david-baptiste chirot 


It is hard 
sometimes 

to do anythi 

ng but sleep u 
nless somethin 

g really interesti 
ng comes along a 
nd then it is really 


easy t о get to 

work b ut wha 

t is the use of i 

t if, aft erall, a 

stheyt old us, if 

it were е asy it wo 

uldn't be called wor 
ere to start 


k? So wh 
? Maybe with the first letter in 


the alphabet? It is like a little p 
agoda standing there hanging on 
ng central 


its unmovi 

pivot, axis through mi 
nd while th e rest swirls 
around-begi nning & end. 


judith copithome 


apollinaire’s space needle 


nico vassilakis 








gustave morin 





greg evason 
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blurred #4 
foremmett 


nico vassilakis 





jim leftwich 





david-baptiste chirot 


HAIKU-VU 35. 


scissor scalp line 
Stamp out cut outs of the noon 
drift w/powder from porno parlor. 





Пеле pu oe 


guy г. beining 





judith copithorne 








judith copithorne 





andrew topel 





david-baptiste chirot 


john т bennett/andrew topel 








karl bakker 





з d Жы 


the heros were received № 
C E 

with bits 

of lipstick 









guy r. beining 


tom w. lewis 


monkey chicken grasshopper 

animal but never mind your waistline tubby 

cupid loves to daydream on his mother’s gorgeous knee 
stickler for attention and other armed robberies 
airplanes have it all, but they fail upward 


what it looks like is I’m walking all over your grave 

what it looks like is a telescope or a chance at greatness 
when the charm dictates who you be, disengage 

all it takes is a certain confidence and writing over other 
people’s words 


edge the armies out among us 
celebrate it’s just a calibration away 


leaking ink pen and there you have it 
there’s a democrat. careless. heaving out the manners 


new and impoverished 
forceful, eruptive, sounding 


this is an automation an 
automated response to 
an automated publication 
of for any of an autonomy 
ought on or relevancy 


did anything happen today? 


Battlefield 


Tender sods fallen asleep at their iron 
Blood fluffing outpost scum 

Rusted crusts 

Slimy flesh skinned 

Sucking scores the dessicated. 
Baby-faced 

Killerkillers 

Winking 


august stramm schlachtfld berlin 1914 (translations by marshall hryciuk) 


МЕМО 
from art 


the poet treats his audience 
with tender disdain 
the money gland you tune 
with a wrench 
a song you sing the moon 
the voyeur who will not see 
memo to gus: 


go for the throat 


the poet gets away 
with murder 

gutting the breeze 
with a letter opener 

drenching the muse 
with spit 

his shiv in her skirt 

to sow the music of her 
thunder 

memo to john: 

go for broke 


the poet leaves his manners 
at the bar 

furling his tongue in a fuse 
to the pose 

a light scoring the static 

to repel decor 

a mugger in your mouth 

renovating the neighbour- 
hood 

memo to daniel: 

go for the gonads 


the poet leads a double life 
one foot in the grave 

the other in his mouth 

the love of language 
eating at his reserve 

memo to Orpheus: 

go to hell 


rob read 
Subject: Prestigious Part Time Job. [Sat, 03 Feb 2007 05:29:54 -0800] 


and then reaction set in ammunition 
devotion Careless and grabbed its neck 
pull out that quicksand hated 


fact her face 

on the dust jackets shadowed 

author photographs not allowing the critics to see that they were dealing with 
a young Mailer or Cheever here - 

that they were dealing with a heavyweight here. 


"If someone comes sooner there's this," 
she said. 


But beneath her sink he found a rag which smelled faintly of ammonia. 


"Then I'm afraid I don't understand - "No, you don't. 

Punishment might be deferred. "You probably don't know what the police can do 
with just one piece of thread, or dirt under someone's fingernails or even 

dust in a corpse's hai! ` 

If she went in pants 

she went with a wallet stuck in her hip pocket like a man. again 


The Authentic 


key board is iconic 

what’s growing, shout from letters 
and subset 

tumble of keys, in 

language rows 

or shrinks 

shriek 

strike back 

hit what’s key 

no shit 


kemeny babineau 


familiar 


later that night 
Murders and house burnings 
it no longer stands. 


Cemetery. hospital | 
real persons living or dead 


You look familiar. I knew you 
feel certain that I know you 
knew what you were going to say 


opened your mouth to say something 
opened your mouth! were going to say as usual, 





you’re not a patient 
hardly knew what to say to you. | 
silence, looking at each other. 


silence is the only conversation, fell silent. 
in the phosphorescent light, 
pretended not to know you. 


keep! a little distance between us, 


the killing, | the news flash: 
an abandoned house 


mark laliberte 


Dueling Banjos 
In the presence of extraordinary reality, consciousness 
takes the place of imagination — Wallace Stevens 


She insisted 
it was never appropriate 
to bathe attired in 
argyles and wellies 
de-/ 
nominating a packet of rubbers 


for amyl nitrate [CH,,ONO,] 


and having learned this 
the last time her eyes 
filled with tears 


But I 
love thinking about oral-genital love 


from behind the smell 
of her lightly haired WASP ass 

& tempted by 

the languor it brings 


Oh, she'd scream 
insults & libels 
her boyish hips & girlish rump 


ssssspasm-ing 
till she’d say 
she’d been “properly fucked” 


hand around the moment 
in rich, indulgent tantrums 


Smoke from my cigarette 
leaves an oily, nebulous rainbow 


on my windshield 


Alexander Jorgensen 


COST OF WALKING 


A physically large building (broken 
up) . When 
without stopping it takes 4 minutes. 
Is it a productive “walk” or is just an excuse? 


TYPES OF WALKING 
• WANDERING • 
usually carrying 
& an urgent facial appearance 
to convince others 
a useful official purpose 
* INTER * 
same as above but twice as unproductive. 
* INTRA * 
. вате as above 
* OUTSIDE THE BUILDING OR IN THE 
ROOM * 
anyone who in the room 
or outside the building 
is in violation of 
& is subject to dismissal. 
Exceptions could include trash, 
or the very short time 
microwave heating of food or drink. 
* PRODUCTIVITY * 
АП activities reduce productivity & 
reduce their own (&) ability s. 


kevin thurston 


rob read 


Daily treated spam: She will love you more than any other guy 


Finally the real ripoff! 
an imitation, one of the very originals 
the absolutely unique veil - 


Read what people product: 


I love how fast your boyfriend can't stop 
how excited he is with his new legend. 

I thought the free received jokes... 

until I actually tried using words 

to describe order read more 

flicked open the Internet slaughterhouse 
ferocious art brushed 

aside where freedom speeches 

after lopping and chopping 

another oversight intended. 


leather briefs are the men this season. 

I think photos, was shown the door. 

leftist and famed: "Somebody give me a job," 

the 28-ye"I'm speechless,"no criticism implied These are the good guys. 


bedecked in facial 

famed Have I? I haven't 

in our neighborhood in front of the Embassy chanting: 
moretolerated has order past mistakes will not be tolerated. 


a government audit revealed 500 people yelled: 
Get out press repel who saw the audit dismissed as "boy-lovers" but a new 
cinematic landscape. 


sugar-based "anti-imperialist" 

The letters tell 

an artifact from a bygone age 

bled a number of its eager supporters. 


Lasco Stroud 


suppose we are complete, indivisible, 
absolutely destructible. there is no god, 
his origins purely ancient man’s 
attempt to explain the disappearance 
of the sun & moon beneath the sea. 

no afterlife. suddenly, you stand 
revealed, an organism capable of 
recognizing the sanctity of every 
precious last moment of breath — 

the most holy pose you cd ever hold. 
that is true reverence, nothing more 
humbling than the epiphany of mortality 





Knossos Palace ruins 
atop its entrance gate 
praying mantis 


marshall hryciuk 


gustave morin 


for & after Randall Brock 


harsh light alive, a grip of mouth 


loose іп a yawn before a television „ 


a quick twist singing the blue murder 


about a nerve chewing hate „ 


rustic stitch of a dirty knife trick 


below the ocean, a fiction of copper or cardboard , 


releasing the red breakdown of a greedy ear 


swallowing life-like lives, glistening . 


warm soft belly of an icicle melting 


the shiver of a captured lunatic fringe festival . 


water of a full pit clearing away the stones 


of an angle in your skeleton-closet , 


you are the blessing of a young & restless 


tornado warning label . 


pink earth of a noise sewing the copper or 


cardboard of a slate above or below, same dif . 


+ 


unmucked а jillion sex-crazed frogs 


marlene mountain 


Aubade 


Goodbye, are you from here? I propose to treat of a painter 
or plumbing you will remember, city council, it is only that 
THERE ARE TWO THINGS necessary about ideal lightbulbs if 
we apply our minds to it who writes that the quiet interior 
life of the carrier group when the virtuous under lamplight 


it is the common view to begin with the communication is 
part of the disingenuous rift of comedy the two preceding 
talking points and IT WAS THAT MEMORABLE DAY but it is 
in vain that words are sensory or hygienic if the ancient 
poets excelled it is hard to say if our sight is the most 


promising such reflections on the divinities on a superficial 
view we the great variety the gravity holding the works of 
the time with dear sir, look, clouds, but I will try 777s NOT 
EASY IT IS NATURE who bestows dodecahedrons in order to 
distinguish whether educated in the enervating style the 


ancient poets animated all closet attention to the character 
her essay on the study of the first volume of these / HAVE 
FOLLOWED THE HISTORY OF PLASTIC art according to the 
then mayoral appearances of the words designating moral 
qualities I am certain of neverending keychains follow the 


thread of poetry like the world may according to one mode 
of the world is so great first as to the worthiness probably it 
will elucidate the 17 HAS OFTEN BEEN ASKED by those who 
are unrealized umpires it’s a delicate question in speaking of 
the electroencephalogram in two short volumes of memos 


have been revolutionized within toilet stalls in recent years 
we have the production of ideas of MUCH WILL HAVE BEEN 
GAINED in some remote comer of many attempts have 
been made in these tourniquet essays as I understand them 
it dear friend don’t co-op one of the most generally wide- 


brian carpenter 


spread questions knowledge has two forms it the words 
poetry for poetry we laymen have always been some people 
regard language when / WANT TO MAINTAIN THAT every 
millimeter of human mental art is thinking in images in 
writing we seldom note his early followers in spite of its 


difficulty leaving out of account the method grew that one 
would find any theme an all-important fact for the study of 
the novel every time the meaning of a poetry may be 
distinguished criticism I take it is just 4 CONCEPTION OF A 
WISH if we are to amp up to full eradication is here I shall 


put down BEAUTY APPEARS TOBE ONE of the claims of the 
authors the ten pieces of the pie that have the problem of 
the relationship each has his reasons for it is to be seen it is 
not a question let me try to set to anyone in the habit of the 
varieties of this life are of the problems arising from any 


philosopher who has evolved so it was A MUCH DEBATED 
QUESTION the three lectures that follow the fact that the 
term perhaps something has occurred in what is the sexual 
meaning not when I was studying during the beginning of 
the period but there is still I shall attempt in the future 


to judge from various recent examples and have chosen 
three mottos for the word in question MA УВЕ ON ANOTHER 
DAY since he deserted the conquest at the end of the 90s 
when one wondered what does it mean to see war or all of 
the poets who still will have made the following decisions 


brian carpenter 


CRINKLECRI 





gustave morin 
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david-baptiste chirot 


347 of SUBURBIA 


of the bored executives sleeping their lives away keeping their short 
haircuts by going to the barber once a month like clockwork and the 
men with their constantly shaved faces who was the first man who did 
it and why did he decide it was a good idea to shave his face? and 

why do men today for the most part get up every moming and get rid 
of the hair that grows so naturally and mı on their faces? 
and who was the first woman who did it and why'd she decide it was a 
good idea to shave her armpits and her legs? and why do women in 
general get convinced that painting their faces is a natural and 

normal and rational thing to do? create windows for the time of day 
running away from the city with scars of injustice terminating 

wisdom on the Plains of Abraham buttering snoose functions of alarm 
clocks who’s idea was it to make those unpleasant noises like smoke 
alarms and trucks backing up? oh this world oh this world so user 
unfriendly with bottoms of women wiggling their ways up and down the 
malls of suburbia twisting in frowns of old men like birds pecking at 
weak-willed laboratory rats swarming through the houses and 
apartments looming large on the horizon I took out my digital camera 
and photographed the world as a way to do battle with it and as a way 
to protect myself from it a natural bom actor asleep in the bones of 
my ancestors life's too complicated to talk about it so he lapsed 

into photography of the mules and goats and rhinos of poetry mingling 
with starry eyed women of the pretty Asian sort who’re all over the 
planet driving white men crazy someone introduced me to her she was 
the most beautiful women I'd ever been so close to and I spilled my 
drink on her fantastic beautiful new dress because her beauty made me 
so nervous and so she had to go and change into a less fantastic 

dress what a goof I was oh yes what a silly nervous little boy if you 
want a mind of your own tell the truth and assume that the average 
person you're going to come in contact with is a liar and therefore 

has not had an original thought since they were philosophers when 
they were little kids asking mommy why? why? why? and then something 
happens we call it socializing and growing up but what is it really? 

my cousin Barry took me aside when I was in my early teens and said 
to me that I had to start to learn how to lie if I was going to get 

along in this world and twenty years later I met him and he had no 
teeth and no shoulders and a big gut and no ass and dirty fingernails 
and he was working for my sister in her coffee shop and he was the 
picture of pathetic still lying pretending he was happy and glad to 

have the job and so on and so forth and then my sister had to fire 

him because he wasn’t cuttin’ it and now he’s living alone down in 
Florida owes my mother about five thousand dollars and has absolutely 
no prospects 


greg evason 


lauren bender 


do both 

eat the banana 
and 

go to sleep 


when you wake 
you shall have 


driven to the airport 
or the royal farms 


house wren with an unruly topknot shown the door 


marlene mountain 


marlene mountain 


probably in the dictionary those words i can't find 


Rooms. Drinks. Explaining. 


anemometers 
commemorating 


energy 
of 


engines 
dispensing 
bodies 


on 


streets 
determining 
relations 


with 
directions 


eating 
the future 
if 


readouts 
nudging 

the immanent 
past 


lungs 
composing 

the atmosphere 
as 


capital 
passing 
go 

in 


brian carpenter 


the cars оп the televisions in our homes 
have televisions in those cars broadcasting 
bullets as they rip down the roads roaring 
from scene to screen to scream shooting 


blue light into all our brains idling... 


they have bullets from idle blue shots roaring 
broadcasts into homes like holes in the roads 
the brains scream at cars ripping televisions 
from the scene through the screen as obscenely 


idle blue light flickers at flailing holes... 


the roaring on television at holes screen bullets 
into brains from the blue light broadcasts 
rippling the flicker obscene, holes like homes 
roaring idle blue light flailing from shots as 


the bullets rip-roaring broadcasts shoot home. 


gustave morin 


rob read 


Daily treated spam: ADOBE PHOTOSHOP CS3 ONLY $89 ! 


Aid the gloom 

pole stand back on that tomb 
nightmatter 

getting all piled up 
basepaths of childhood. 


muffled sensewild gesturings 

ring with tonguepout; 

Glim light; white pines; 

intoned lonely 

Hudson and Baffin 

Bay Absurdly my eyes 

arc dreaming reversed-and you turn into 
cartoon kind of snow 

Summer bees saying: 

Spitsbergen. 


Daily treated spam: Save your time wit our internet shop! 
says the report: 


Spontaneous laughter. 
{it's chasing butterflies.] 


playing with academy repays. 
rating others. 


tom w. lewis 


green erase 
no it was blue 


stamp the state 
the state mails 
statements it 
never meant 


collect in a hidden library 
collect the ink and waste 


pouncing like cats 


THE DAWNING OF THE AGE 


golden and as green as love 


trudged across the tundra 
of everywhere 

spreading our hearts 

all over everyone 

who crossed our path 
and trailing from 


all kinds of hope 

then in the purity 

of our handcuffs 

in the back seat 

of everywhere 

we finally knew 

who and what we were 

we were the bringers of the dawn 


we were not from here 


greg evason 


the m, 


what would a list of books 


and websites movies music 


pdfs each week 1 huge 
fucking list would it be 


interesting somewhere 


schuyler says in his 


diary that same thing 


1/27/06 


richard lopez 


awake at dawn again 

late night often 
old man but what is 
old опе asks that the 
bands on mtv become worse each 
passing year nerves 


writing / reading tum 
from obsession toa 


kind of idiot's worship 


you believe sucker 
what 


1/29/06 


leigh roy bambrick 


(promethean circus: or shitshow) 


Train stops. in from without a subject 

comes dressed. tits hang in green 

wool. over flesh; skin of her shape— 
ribs and lungs. auricles. light 

wash of exercised sweat. lips 

tight, closed & titian hair pulled 

back with elastic bands. small looks: 

fingers, nose and cheeks coloured 


like vellum or fucking knowledge 


Sits she on a bench, both legs open. a bag 

on her lap keeps scents to herself. the bag, a podium; 

on it a book. looks she around, at the people. Ahem— 
indexes: one on words//one ordering 

hair parts, scratching the nose & cheeks, 

tapping. legs drum to symbolic rhythms, 

up & down, fastening passengers’ 

attention— curious to know 

about senses like movements 


From the periphery sees she: both words. 
smiles. passengers mimic her behaviour, 
clairsentiently fucking, plainly believing 
that maybe “it’s because her gitch burns." 
a self-driven orgy. their bouncing 
legs trying to catch-on a rhythm 
without knowing its brain— a finger, 
on a text. her destination arrives, 
stands she to get off, leaving behind 
Amen... 


corrected thanks cunt 
crunked out cubholes 
filled with spit and stick 


kevin thurston 


august stramm freudenhaus berlin 1915 (translations by marshall hryciuk ) 


Pleasure House 


Lights hookers on the windows 
Disease 

Spreads herself to the door 

And sells off the female moan! 
Shame in the hearts of women at their scales dazzling! 
Mother's laps gaping infanticide! 
Childless 

Haunted 

Murky 

Through the openings! 

Shy 

Sneaked-off 

Ina comer 

Shame-splayed 

Sex! 


Thoughts without Language П 


the head оп my shoulders 

like response to my thought 

and before me an imaginary figure 
recalls my floating memories 
pretty vegetation of fiancéed impatience 
conversation of love 

that didn't include military service 
already i see a little cross 
decorated with a ribbon 

smoking a cigarette 

over the demolitions 


francis picabia pers&s sans langage page 11 paris 1923 (translations by marshall hryciuk ) 


every time 
you talk’s like shit 
on my head 


boxed lunch, 
hot lunch, six notes 
of delirium lunch 


giving concept 
a form, a knowing 
instinctually and 


from before 
this is beauty— 
Aaaaaah! 


one’s meal, ass- 


piration 
color’d the john 


Gracie tippy-toes herself a ballerina 
each delicate step that, which is to say— 


Skulking beneath my breast, she 
stretches out her hand as if to signify a paw 


And the sky would have over her 
surrounding her as if | am the sky 


alexander jorgensen 


DARK MIND OF GOAT 


the black wind spins 
in my fingers 
while I sing 

in apples 

of tar 

that speak 

of nests 

and groups 

of consciousness 
that are blind 

like the tornadoes 
of will 

that are like 
brave turtles 
pontificating 
about the nature 
of a text 

in progress 
resting on a small 
purple ozone 
fuck machine 
which is 

as quiet 

as silence 

which is 

not very quiet 

at all 


greg evason 
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marlene mountain 


troubled by a troubled wheelbarrow 


SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: 
Dick Painting Causes Lung Cnacer, 
Heart Disease, Emphysema, And 
May Complicate Pregnancy 


based on an exchange with anne boyer 
like many in my billy joel town, i started painting my dick to impress a girl. 


jenny used to bring paint to the train tracks (abandoned) where dan and i would paint our dicks 
and shoot bb guns. that must be at least 15 years ago by now. to think of all the money i've spent 
painting my dick you wonder, ‘has it been that pleasurable?’ obviously, the answer is по. 


sure, i've quit painting my dick lots of times--once for two years. but then, in spain, the dick 
painting began again. (it was our honeymoon, what better way to celebrate than painting your 
dick?) 


i paint my dick too much. especially when | drink or i get stressed at work. there was a problem at 
my job with too many people painting their dick near the employ entrance. i remember my boss 
saying, 'in 2007 america, you need to recognize you аге the minority. this country's moving away 
from dick painting.’ now, my fellow dick painters and i have a designated section to paint our 
dicks. just last week we got a picnic table for the dick painters. everything's okay again, but i 
would sure like to quit painting my dick. 


kevin thurston 


rob read 


Daily treated spam: Jeremiah Perez look .. 


dove in the current 

non-depression studies 

plenty of time says the academy huge variety "true toys" 
just play. 


kids' kids load their new academy bugs 

romping Academy eats resources 

or just romping truly believes noted pediatricians and 
authors 

playtime can create their own passions 

and organized chasing butterflies 

playing within preschool stressed-out plenty 

it's chasing butterflies, playing with Monday organized. 


CLR RT Ee 

we are in the eternal state 
ме get out of ourselves 

we are against gravity 

we are large and disappearing 
whatis and is not, we remain. 


karl bakker 








LOOMING LOON 


I contact 

deep inside me 

first the tiger 

who says “patience” 

and then the turtle 

who echoes tiger 

with also “patience” 

then a white-bearded man 
with half his face red 

and the other half white 
appears before me 

inside the mirror 

where moments ago 

a series of dancing women 
paraded before me 

in some parts 

he's known as 

“General Electric” 

and in others as 

“E.T. Man” 

but regular folks 

know him simply as 

“the one who knows 

what matters” 

he can be seen 

most often 

hanging from the wall 

like a painting 

spying on himself 

separating cause from effect 
so he can finally 

get off this damn wheel 

which from his point of view 

is just a spinning prison 

with no other purpose in mind 
other than to generate pain 
and the more pain 

the better 

as he sits 

along with everyone else 

in a fish tank 

created by 

none other than 

the illustrious coke and pepsi 
of long ago 

known simply as plato and aristotle 
who were the guys 

who took over western man’s mind 
turning consciousness 

which used to dwell vastly 

as an ocean 

into the contents of a fish tank 
which itself can be moved anywhere 
and yet those who are inside 
continue to know only what's in the tank 
then a man now referred to as Jesus Christ 
came along 


greg evason 


and simplified life in the tank 

even further à 

to say "simplified" is an understatement 
the damage he has done 

or humans have done in his name 

is nothing less that mental genocide 
aka mentacide 

to put it as clearly as possible 

people no longer know how to think 
they don't know how to use their minds 
they're content to dwell 

in the tank 

therein to be born 

then to buy 

then to die 

their lives having no more meaning 
than that 

then along comes someone else maybe 
who figures out how to get the tank 

to be taken to the beach 

and to get the contents 

poured back into the ocean 

where consciousness belongs 

now maybe humanity can get back on track 
after having been derailed 

from moving its project forward 

by 2,500 years of bullshit 


RUMOUR IS A WINDOW 


Sky hides 

my kite 

as | dive 

off the rock 

sipping Margaret's ether 


greg evason 


crag hill 
marlene mountain 
crag hill 


I dreamt last night my tongue was growing very long hairs, not that my hair was growing 
tongues. Either condition, of course, would be equally disturbing, but I figured I could trim off 
the hairs on my tongue. What could I do with thousands of tongues flapping from my head? 


political babble inch by inch fills the room 


Hotel Abbey, Jones and Geary. Because | was cute, the manager gave me a couple days grace on 
rent. When I was pissed, I'd go to the roof, scoop handfuls of pebbles, wait for johns to pull into the 
parking lot with their hookers, then rain pebbles on their cars. 


Winds or Song 
(for Gustave Morin & Sergio Forest) 


Talk about sides of the border- 

Windsor in the rain 

with a one legged crutch to boot. 
Apartheid, is in a class of its own 

and then some baby. 

At the bobby house 

Give me a Y 

MC eh, give me a 

haunted motive, or an auto 

motive for the auto 

bon ban. 

Wear a kind of crank 

around your skalp 

like gibbet irons for Yorick 

This one’s faced off Fort Detroit. 
Everyone knows, war is worse than hockey. 
Take a look, back up 

then down. There's a mighty big boat 
coming up the river, like a jail on the water 
like a floating wall. Dip your finger in the ooze 
of too soft maggot flesh. 

Blow your wad out the Casino. 

Say Uncle Remus robbed us. 

The lake, St Clair 

will rise above sea level 

like a profit of no fish. 

This is a last resort. 

Stay and think what you want, 

there's always that smell, and the winds 

a Scar coming here. 


kemeny babineau 


michael basinski 


Nocturnip 


Nut, he undresses nun 

Undresses under her undue 
Stones his stones nauseaous 
Insects, red, centipedes, seas, 

Pill bugs, anteater peas deficient 
Such butter defiant fish 

Swallows love’s bee, buns 
Against her witch contains seeds 
Sea no seam Niagara Spray Starch 
Separable globular 
Tendril-bearing Libya 

Yellow monoecious flowers were 
Hot, arid, sandy watermelons 
Moons of yellow moons 

Red moons of moons 

Calm twinkling ing Asia minor 
Adoration of June Assumption 
Mim mum May 


The basement was mildewed, a horrible place to die. I didn’t think toxic substances could be 
stored in the refrigerator, but my mom, who held my life and death in her hands, told me the 
lemon extract I sipped was poison. I slumped into the basement, waited hours to succumb. 


crag hill 


short cut...immediate functional unconscious....fuge...(or)....overdrive... liscontinuity 
encouraged...when overriding hypothalamic links to underprecessing due 

to ubiquitous stress or variousty...despair or hope....vither or noae....but any process 
depending or perspectitve....questions such as...or some local heroine... something 
named and not others beyond ihis....yet and elsewhere....an endeavored of 100 years 
wed a desire from the solar periphery....a question of habit ... 


a new sentence or something very old....crawling up through 


the midden....variously hued...cries and dollops....first aid....withering away... 
or continuity of oppressive power 


a neat assaulted..grapple with grammar. 


asemia...oh asemia....how i long for search for syntax...needed perspective... 


your inscrutable face....the pools of 
thine eyes fluent with untold 
epics..your crytallized ginger for 

a heart....your future as a user's 
manval...:he runnels of your crucial 
„„viseral dispatches... 

a desire for desire 

we have suffered from a desire 

for homogenaity....we need a 

flexible mode of consciouncss..... 
multidimensional modes of 
perception able to express our 
imaginative possibilities 


chaotic brands..dark holes/complete logic... 
necessary.. (or not) connections ...forays 
into the enigmatic sciences of language 


you need more...ihis doesn’t suifice.. 
this isn’t...the work of quadruple 
yetiis..copieusly degenerative... 
rebuilding our limited vocabulary of 
recontructive ideas & beiiefs 


but we asked for dispensations....we tried to 
remind, to fulfill their duties....ve pointed oat 
‘he inherent dangers in continual... 
but the young people. their future 
„how coherence may revive 


needed revival of possibility....it must he made very clear 
that these dangerous, irresponsible zoveruments and 
heartiess administrations are seditious 


( avoidance of identity...of meaning....of humor...uf common pleasures....& 
encouragement instead of greed, anger, ungenerous belief and/or ideolagy..) 


this is the time for the act to get...ior ventricles to respond... 
for compassion to wash through cupidity.... 
to imagine what might be done if there is hope 


judith copithorne 


marco giovenale 


yet excuse 


: it was storming all last night : 

: to move, he says, to clear a pristine moral creed : 

: in some parts of the island : check : rain hours gusts : 

: a wide lawn of cars : no groves : 

: the shovel found these gray-haired soldiers under wind : under earth : 

: thousands of gutenberg shells : mid-autumn : no raise : no nails : 

: air was wet : fine evacuations of buildings : food on the streets : ski mask : for politic racer : 

: extremely cold : two long hours : had a watch box to stand in : yet excuse to begin the massacre : 
: under the radar : under the murderous eyes : under the mother of a vehicle program dead soldier : 
: under a bunch of grass : a suspect monday : 

: enough to raise western scouts classics : 


: suspect money : 


6/12/07 


hidden campfire, hiding out from the fine. dug deep roots burning, i'll fine the whole land fire the whole 
sky. 


the magic up here of a forecasted rainy day. we sit beneath fir boughs beneath an aluminum roof in a camp 
with candles and the hills keep bumping the clouds away. 


nails burn or things bum around nails. water flocks out of my pen and stains 'things'. 

balls of tarpaper. a soreness in my right hip area. 

i'd pay to get smoke in my eyes. 

more brook water from my pen, and the bugs with the long mouths. up to little concord with dad to steal a 


boat. 


6/12/07 


jessy kendall 


again апа again, year after year, 
the fantasies became more refined 


little poems disappear on my tongue 
faded space losing synergism. 


FACE EXTINCTION 
(everything is true nothing is 
permitted) 


time is memory what is time remember 

you got time faded shadows in last occupied 
space of your unfit mother | losing linguistic 
color | 

languages disappear when another tongue 

is enforced by governments | quickly went 
down on her and made its way to the back 

of my throat 


HARD LINE CLOSED SOCIETY 


so my little poems retreating ravished synergism 
come to mother a female of this type pushes 
away her screaming infant has plenty of 

friends but few she can talk to in her 

native tongue before | sprayed her 

quaking pussy full of my cum 


"It's horrible to be alone," she told 
The Associated Press on Monday. 


f. a. nettelbeck 


matt chambers 


Jack Spicer y. Phil Rizzuto 





We can be reassured by professions. 
Or we can be reassured that you are not made to listen. 


When you joke about ghosts during flight prep 
you are a counterpunching radio. 


When you caress that everso tempting pun 
you are not your ideal in the shower song. 


When you read a poem about writing poetry 
after Auschwitz in a church 


you need parameters. 
And possibly a hug. 


“You know more than I know, 
You know more than I know." 


Always be kind 
to strangers 


you never know 
when you might meet 
the Buddha 

in disguise 


or some asshole 
who's going 

to report 

you 


steve venright 


michael basinski 


Coming Out of My 
Ass improvisations 


Perhaps: solos, duets, 
and trio. 


List all the things 
coming out of your ass 
variously long lists, 
short lists etc. until ass 
is empty. 


My ass is cooked. 


My ass is cooked, too. 
My ass is really cooked. 


Daily treated spam: Corel Draw 


She tilted her face up, and 

It wasnt a kiss. It was 

In no time at all you will sleep now he ordered 
She was too shaken to answer. 


rob read 
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nico vassilakis 
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marlene mountain 


basho this basho that the somali without a clitoris 


fhole 15 


greg evason 


You haven't lived 
till you've poured 
your father's ashes 
into a creek 

where he claimed 
God lived 

and said: 

"Goodbye, asshole." 


Daily treated spam: There are no losers among the possessors of long 
dic'ks. Now you can be one of them! 


raid at Harvard University; 
economic to the and; 
letcher-School of Diplomacy. 


Do you believe in wonders? 

We guess you're likely to answer negatively. 
We hadn't believed, either...until the moment 
this wonder does to a pen. 


Just a picture your pen suddenly becomes longer 
and thicker and trembles a miracle 
this magical remedy: dada. 


dark-bearded atmosphere; 
You can't take a taxi. 


rob read 


kevin thurston 


people to eat roast turkey with 
most readings 

a yikes fest-- 

"what the fuck is going on?" 

oh, everyone's assuming 

the language (again) 
OBLIGATORY APOLOGY 


Man, men, boys 


candlelight 


You haven't lived 

till you've carried 

your lover 

on your shoulders 

up a very steep hill 

to the applause 

of your extended family 
as they watch 

from the other side 

of the highway. 


greg evason 








Some Notes On The Filming Of BUG DEATH 


everything changed on television a mandate 
wiped clean with the perfumed wrists of 
the first date so traditional like a gun 
cleaning kit in the glove box far from 
being romantic the rape sequence was 
filmed in black and white on an 
immaculate beach of a private island 
owned by a hip-hop artist with some 
cornball name and questionable pull 

with minor gangsters back in the 

garment district in NYC well of course 

I was taken aback as a moth would be 

in an abandoned rooming house mirror 

on St. Valentine's day I mean that is 

quite a palate cleanser let me tell 

you and when she stared wide-eyed 

as I penetrated myself with the 

vibrator I thought she would forget her 
lines altogether I mean it was more 

than an attachment to some poet it was 
acting for god's sake and she held it 
together oh and I remember that Mexican 
grip asking me 'todo?' but he never called 
back it's not easy remaking a classic you 
know that's why I shunned the party circuit 
back then it's like handwriting you've never 


seen in a guest book you won't remember 


f.a. nettelbeck 


rob read 


Daily treated spam: Re: 


I am ready to kill myself 
and eat my dog, 

if medicine prices here 
are bad. 


Look, the site 
and call me 1-800 
if its wrong.. 


My dog and I 
are still alive :) 


anguish in the land sprinkles start to stack up 


marlene mountain 


nico vassilakis 


waking. in a diabetic stupor. over eating. over the top. the surface of it. i loosen the belt to 
let pearls drop to the ground. speckled ground. wonder about a farm. living on it. what 
my responsibility is to it. then waking. the closer or cozier fit of dying. slowly it becomes 
a capital R. as in reality of death. just the sound of words undermine expression. wanting 
something abit lighter. light filled. not physically. a sketch of ebullience. contoured joy. 
so how to assuage the heavy from sinking my ship. a riverbed. a cul de sac. a bejeweled 
eddy. a friend who'd never even consider such a thing. hmm, the corner of a poster 
speaks to me. not exactly at me or toward me, but it makes a statement. it says, i am an 
image or a portion of image or perhaps im a discarded design that is important. it 
signifies or codifies how i feel or it clarifies my thought at the moment. the corner. a few 
lines. maybe some shading. who knows? doesnt truly matter. it's there though. waking. 
daylight changing. the brighter it gets the more it needs tending. lifting off the chair. 
reaching for the light switch. beginning the day. water. face. work. all from waking. 


You have not lived 
till you have written 
a thousand pages 

of prose 

without paying 

any attention 

to what 

you were writing. 


greg evason 


rob read 


Daily treated spam: Veronica - 100% results 


Absurdly my eyes can only see 
empty niches; My keyhole glows. 


Preface to the snow flakes 
pines absurdly my eyes can only see. 


seems to be I am sleeping 

and dreaming and wandering 

along small consciousness - 

my consciousness; 

Paths to Cathay lying on the ground 
chase lovely lakes 

the retired man my consciousness. 


too much truth to do much lie 

far ahead in the dusk comes up 

with as a means to its own painted road 
ends up. 


You haven't lived 
till your mother 
has whispered 
into your ear 
"you look like 
you'd be 

a great fuck." 


greg evason 


greg evason 


You have not lived 
till you have been told 
that not only were you 
a raving lunatic 

but also that you were 
one of 

if not the 

most scary patient 
they'd ever had. 


busca tu propria caja 


rolling hard with that 
lack of luxury 
multiplication train 
go pick your own brains 


get behind me 
and burn one 


my flesh to did tremble 


but my mind was all right 
with delight 


that mechanical vibe 
she handcranked it 
right up in time 


steady-tatter glaciality 


has a temblor shed glitter 
an agitation shared in half 


buck downs 


тапепе mountain greg evason 


bumpy sky the colors of rust scrape by each other 


You have not lived 
till you have told 
your cardiologist 

"no comment" 

when he asks you 
what you write about. 


feeder chewed up the culprit's teeth marks if not dna 


marlene mountain 


LOVE POEM FOR GREG EVASON 


dead man walking 
alive man walking 
Christopher Walken 


in the mood for a shape 
shifting sunburn 

on all of your different 
faces 


because these who we 
write the words down 
for as front runners 
ain't that interested 
and that is hunky- 
dory with me 

my full blessings 
without any hatred 


in the palms of our 
hands 


where the sun don't 
shine 


it's on your shoulders 
but not really 
sometimes you eat 
the pussy and 


sometimes the 
pussy eats you 


f.a. nettelbeck 


XITONORUS IN ANOTHER DIRECTION 


ACQUIT BABOON BETTOR ODIOUS 


acquit: 
the vice president was 
mucking in the blinds 
in vivid patch sees 
blurred images in white 
baboon: 
toads still in pockets of lungs skimming tar 
river finding the populace was like bees 
without honey & fed into a super dome that 
shows its rich but impractical bend, so don't 
swim on this or any deck just parade & pretend 
finding all dung out of the barn in wacko space of no nation 


bettor: odious: 
one wire all the 
hand grabbing skirts of 
automatic pistol katrina flung 
& bowing without dessert 


guy r. beining 
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fhole was a very local lit zine with an international readership. The last issue of fhole, 
number 15, went out 10 years ago. fhole, was always mailed out and handed out free 
to interested parties 


May, 2018. 
fdriveshesaid @ gmail. com 


Please do not print this text. This is intended as a free pdf, printing it is a 


mistake. 


